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SURPRISE ATTACK 


“Vill bet there are a lot of things you've never 
done.” The throaty voice carried with it a hint of 
unknown evils, dangerous, yet somehow fasci- 
nating. “Too bad. . .” 

“Too bad? |. . . | don’t understand.” 

“A girl as big as you are.” A hand raised it- 
self, touched the nape of Helga’s neck caress- 
ingly. “And as beautiful —— 

“Please, I—“ Helga cringed, tried to avoid the 
stroking. 

“Don't be frightened.” It was a low murmur, 
almost a whisper. “I’m only another woman like 
yourself. You don't have to be afraid of me.” 
The fondling fingers traveled down Helga’s back. 
"You're such a lovely girl . . . I'd never do any- 
thing to hurt you.” 

Like «a downy bird hypnotized by a snake, 
Helga stared—shivered a little as she saw the 
woman's tongue slide out from between her red 
lips. The mouth raised itself, came closer. 

“Nol” It was a choked gasp of protest. 

“Yes.” The lips twisted into a leer, the tight- 
ening talons dug into twitching flesh . . » 
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HELENA’S HOUSE 








FRIDAY 





HELENA 





FROM the corner of her eye, she glimpsed her sleek, 
satiny self in the huge mirror. One hand rose to caress a 
stray lock of gleaming black hair. 

The reflection smiled approbation, revealing even, white 
teeth between soft, scarlet lips. Helena had good reason 
to smile. There, in the morning light, shone a poised, 
sophisticated beauty of the kind girls so often envy but so 
rarely achieve. 

The fingers moved to the creamy bosom seductively visi- 
ble under the filmy black robe. Again Helena smiled. Not 
bad. Not bad at all. Especially for a woman of thirty-five. 
Not a wrinkle marred the alabaster flesh. A pity it had to 
go to waste. For all he cared, she might just as well be a 
withered, old crone. 

“Mark!” 

“Mmm?” Mark Lassiter took his eyes from his folded 
newspaper, raised his brows quizzically. 

“Oh, nothing. Drink your coffee, it’s getting cold.” 

“Coffee? Oh, yes, of course. It’s very good, Helena.” 
He took a few sips then his eyes returned to the newsprint. 

She shrugged her shoulders, signaled to the maid in 
the corner of the dining room. “You may clear the things, 
Cecile.” 
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“Yes, madame.” 

The smile on Helena Lassiter’s lips was not so pro- 
nounced as she followed the movements of the girl, whose 
lithe active form she could not help comparing to her 
own. The pert bosom, the slim buttocks, the dewy fresh- 
ness—oh, well, why kid herself—there was at least ten 
years, difference between them, probably more. Anyway, 
some men preferred a more mature woman. 

“Mark .. .” 

“Yes?” 

“Will you be home early tonight?” 

“Early? Should I be?” 

“It’s Friday.” 

“Friday?” He hesitated, frowned. “Oh, Lord. . .” 

“Don’t tell me you forgot, darling.” 

“Don’t I always?” He grinned sheepishly from behind 
his paper. “I’m sorry, dear, I guess I did. This is the week- 
end, isn’t it? We’re having guests, aren’t we?” 

“You're so right, Mark. Guests. Quite a number of 
them, too.” 

He groaned. “All right, I'll try to get home early. But 
I'd planned to get a lot of work done over the weekend.” 
He tossed the newspaper down, pushed his chair back 
from the breakfast table. “Look, Helena, would you mind 
Stem 

“If you worked? No, of course not. Bring it home with 
you, dear, I’m sure you'll find the time.” 

“But—” 

“But what, Mark? I thought we had it all settled.” 

“Well, nothing much, I suppose. It’s just that I had 
planned a lot of dictation. My secretary was going to work 
on Saturday.” 

“Oh?” Her eyebrows went up quizzically. “Is she 
pretty?” 

He nodded. “Matter of fact, she is. Darn good worker, 
too. I hired her only two weeks ago and she’s already 
caught on to all the details.” 
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“That isn’t all she’s caught on to, Ill bet.” 

“Oh, come now, Helena, we've been all through that 
before. After all, we did decide that this was to be a 
modern marriage—no strings attached, and all that sort 
of thing.” 

“You're right, Mark. I’m sorry. Go ahead and have 
your little fling. In fact... .” Her voice trailed off hesi- 
tantly, and an impish look appeared in her deep blue 
eyes. 

“In fact, what?” 

“Why not invite her for the weekend, too? I daresay 
she’d be no more incongruous than some of the others 
we're having.” 

“Incongruous?” He snorted. “This kid would fit into 
any crowd, She’s a pretty clever article. And by the way, 
just who in blazes did you invite?” 

“I’m almost afraid to tell you. We just had to pay back 
some of our invitations, Mark, so I figured we’d get it all 
over with at one time.” 

“Come on, give. Who?” 

“Well, let’s see . . .” She ticked them off on her fingers. 
“There’s Mae Marlowe. You know I’ve been putting 
off having her for a long time.” 

He groaned. “And that lady-wrestler girl friend of hers, 
too, I suppose.” 

“No, thank heaven. I was smart enough to pick a week- 
end when Jackie couldn’t make it. Anyway, there’s Mae, 
and Benton Reeves... .” 

“Good. I’ll be glad to see old Ben. Although how you 
got him to leave that mistress of his for a weekend is more 
than I can see.” 

“I didn’t. She’s coming, too.” 

“Trixie?” His eyes widened as a little chuckle came 
to his lips. “Well, maybe your party will be livelier than 
I thought. There’s nothing dull about that one. Now Tm 
getting interested. Who else?” 

“Well, I’m trying to get Pierre Brennet.” 
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“The producer? I didn’t know you knew him.” 

“I don’t. Ken does—you know, the boy who runs the 
photography studio in the village.” 

“That kid? Is he coming too?” 

She shrugged her sculptured shoulders, let her molded 
lips curve in the faintest suggestion of a smile. “Why not? 
Your secretary—my photographer. It’s an even trade, 
isn’t it?” 

“Okay, okay, I’m not objecting. Besides, I’ve got to 
give him credit, trying to open a business in a town as 
deadly dull as Scarchester.” 

“He does all right.” 

“Yes, I can see he does. And you say he’s a friend of 
Brennet’s?” 

“Fhey knew each other during the war. Before Bren- 
net went to Hollywood and became famous.” 

“Incidentally, just who is your interest there? Brennet, 
or the boy?” 

Her smile was lazily provocative. “I don’t know Bren- 
net,” she murmured, 

“T get it.” 

“And Ken King isn’t at all bad looking.” 

“Ouch!” He glanced at his watch. “Gotta run, Helena. 
I'll try to get home early.” 

“With your secretary?” 

“If you insist.” He made a mock gesture of resignation. 

“What’s her name?” 

“Carol—Carol Denny.” 

“Blonde, I suppose.” 

“You suppose right.” He rose from his seat, bent to 
pluck a quick kiss. “Hey!” 

“Hmmm ” 

“You know, I’ve never had a secretary as beautiful 
as my wife.” His eyes spoke volumes of admiration. 

“Why, Mark, you surprise me.” Her tone was tinged 
with sarcasm. “What happened to all that talk about our 
modern marriage—with no strings attached?” 
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His hand slipped to the neck of her gown, and a hot 
flush of pleasure seized her as it foraged boldly in the 
lace. 
His voice issued from between clenched teeth, passion- 
laden. “I’ve got a good mind to—” 

“Me, Mark? Your own wife? What will people say?” 

Her outward coolness seemed to disconcert him. He 
pulled away from her, let his hands fall to his sides help- 
lessly. 

“Honestly, Helena, sometimes I—” 

“Yes, Mark?” 

“Oh, nothing. Forget it.” He turned brusquely, strode 
from the room. 

For a long time, Helena Lassiter sat at the breakfast 
table and toyed with her coffee cup. The calm she had 
striven to maintain deserted her now that the need for it 
was gone. Her breathing deepened, her shoulders quivered, 

At last she succeeded in relaxing, set the cup down. 
She rose from the table. There was work to be done, ar- 
rangements to be made. And if she were fool enough to 
be in love with her own husband, she was not going to 
permit that fact to interfere with her social obligations. 
Especially since her man was the sort who insisted on 
playing the marriage game his way—with no strings at- 
tached. 

Well, why not? She could play that way, too; she was 
used to the idea after fifteen years of it. But why did she 
have to melt inside every time he got a little sentimental? 
Why couldn’t she be cold and hard, as she had tried to 
train herself to be? 

Oh, well, she might as well face it. She was soft on 
the guy. And heaven help her if he ever got wind of it— 
him, with his ideas about modern marriage .. . 

Suddenly a tired feeling came over her and she began 
to feel her age. She hated it, hated the very thought. And 
for a long moment she almost found it within herself to 
hate Mark for channeling her mind in this direction. It 





12 HELENA’S HOUSE 


was not his fault, of course; he had not actually done or 
said anything to offend her. But did she have to be re- 
minded of the fact that he had a new secretary who hap- 
pened to be young and pretty? 

The mood for plunging into her work vanished. It would 
have to be done, sooner or later; the necessary arrange- 
ments for the weekend were not the kind of thing she 
could delegate to a servant. But she shrank from tackling 
the matter now, when she was feeling so low. 

A short rest would do her good. A short rest and per- 
haps a little nap, a refreshing beauty sleep. And then the 
strength and confidence would return and she would once 
again feel the zest which had so unaccountably drained 
out of her system. 

Slowly she climbed the stairs, annoyed with the lethargy 
in her limbs. Once in her bedroom she closed the door, 
then shucked off the robe. | 

A package of cigarettes lay on the bedside table. She ex- 
tracted one, lit it from the flame of the onyx lighter and 
then sagged to the bed. The satin coverlet felt sleek and 
smooth to her skin, comforting the weariness in her mus- 
cles. On her back, legs sprawled in languor, she rested. 

The coiling spiral of smoke rising from the glowing 
cigarette held loosely between tapered fingers soon cast a 
blue-tinged haze over the atmosphere. From time to time 
a bare arm moved lazily to place the white tube of com- 
forting tobacco to her lips. Now and then she flicked the 
gray ash into the matching tray placed next to the onyx 
lighter. 

Despite the enjoyment of her lassitude, she was plagued 
by a mental unrest which had been with her for longer 
than she cared to admit. An unrest which continued cease- 
lessly to force her to detach mind from body and to make 
her derisively regard the way of life she had known for 
years. 

Not her house or her friends—she was sure they were 
not the trouble. And certainly not Scarchester. The town 
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had not changed; it was the same snooty hamlet, dotted 
by the same well-sprayed trees, populated by the same 
wealthy people. The friends, the neighbors—yes, they were 
unchanged. Oh, it was true that a few had got divorces 
and a few had remarried and a few had been involved 
in hushed-up scandals. But that was standard procedure 
which had gone on for years; the deck was shuffled every 
so often, but it was still the same deck with the same 
cards. 

No, the change had to be something within herself. 
Whatever was causing the unrest had its source in the 
workings of her own mind, in the memories both con- 
scious and subconscious which lay so deeply imbedded in 
her brain. 

In a way she suspected what it might be. With the em- 
phasis on modern psychology, psychiatry, analysis and 
what-have-you so prevalent among her contemporaries, it 
was so easy to put the blame on one’s parents. Father- 
fixations, mother-fixations, maybe even grandpa-fixations 
—these added up to a pat answer difficult to avoid. Who 
could tell? It might even be true in her own case. 

But in a different way, of course. Because Dad and 
Mother had been so perfect in every way that nobody had 
seemed to equal them. No, it was not a sexual thing; she 
was not trying to make Mark take the place of her father. 
The very thought was ridiculous. 

But her parents’ marriage—that might be it. The un- 
breakable strength of their binding tie. Could her own 
marriage compare to it? The so-called modern marriage 
which was little more than a hollow mockery? 

Oh, people could jeer at the old-fashioned way of life, at 
marriage which meant “until death us do part,” but down 
deep within their hearts it was probably what they really 
wanted, 

But people were afraid. They could not communicate; 
they were ashamed to let their true feelings be known for 
fear of being laughed at by their sophisticated friends. The 
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selfsame friends who had the same wants and needs—and 
the same fears, 

And meanwhile, because there seemed no other re- 
course the modern marriages eventually gave way to 
modern divorces. Followed in turn, at well-nigh indecent 
intervals by modern remarriages. A vicious cycle. Like a 
carousel where everybody caught the brass ring only to 
feel it melt in his hands. 

That was the difference. Dad and Mother, lying side by 
side in their neatly kept graves, still had their brass ring. 
And it was just as solid and shiny and durable as on the 
day when they took their first merry-go-round ride and 
shared in the ring’s acquisition. They had remained stead- 
fast and true to each other and to their ideals to the very 
end. . 
Helena smiled a little at the recollection of her lean 
and lanky father, his legs propped up on a hassock, a 
glowing pipe in his mouth. Or sitting at the dinner table 
with such an innocent air, calmly relating a shockingly off- 
color yarn which brought blushes to Mother’s cheeks. 

And Mother, with her sweet nature and even disposi- 
tion, keeping a constant watch over their health and 
wealth, acting as ballast for her erratic husband and 
errant daughter. Listening to Dad’s latest story, and for 
all her ingenuous protestations, loving every word of it. 
And adoring the man who told it. 

_ No, they did not make them like that any more. Not the 
people, not the marriages, not anything. The world had 
just grown too smart for its own good. But the big round 
globe kept turning and turning, and the days and weeks 
and years moved on, always in the same direction, never 
reversing, Time moved on, never pausing, never allowing 
people to wait, to take stock. 

Progress, they called it. This keeping up with time. 

Progress! Just once she would like to go back to the 
days before all this progress had come about. But that 
could never be. There were laws which said she could 
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not go back, natural laws in existence millions of years 
before man started his arduous journey out of the mud. 
Millions of years before Helena and Mark Lassiter of so- 
cially minded Scarchester embarked on their modern “no 
strings attached” marriage. This was progress? 

She felt better now; it was good to think things out. 
With a small yawn and a catlike stretch, she stubbed out 
her cigarette and sat up. She was ready, ready to do what 
was expected of her. 

And if doing the expected meant playing the game 
Mark’s way, well, that was the way she would have to play 
it. 

To the hilt, if necessary . . 


MAE 


nT 


“I DON’T like it.” 

“So?” 

“So nothing.” Jackie Pearson shrugged her tailored 
shoulders and let her fingers drift up to toy nervously 
with her necktie. “I just don’t like it.” 

Mae Marlowe raised a quizzical eyebrow, remained si- 
lent as the deferential waiter approached and vanished, 
leaving behind two full cocktail glasses. She raised one to 
her full-blown carmine mouth, sipped slowly. 

“Sorry, Jackie,” she said at last, “but there’s nothing 
to be done about it. And it’s only a weekend, one tiny 
weekend.” 

“I don’t like it.” The bluff emphasis of the voice be- 
spoke violent displeasure, almost rancor. 

Mae smiled slowly. “You said that before. Twice.” 

“J don’t know what’s come over you, Mae. I think 
you're happy about it, that’s what.” 
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“Perhaps I am. Scarchester is nice this time of the 
year. And Chicago is dirty.” 

“Mae . . . don’t you care any more?” 

“Please, Jackie.” She set her drink down. “Let’s not 
wash our linen in public. At least, not in front of all these 
happy normal people gathered here to enjoy their alcohol 
in comparative peace and quiet.” Her green eyes sur- 
veyed the cocktail lounge half-contemptuously. “And stop 
fidgeting with your necktie.” 

“Oh, cut it out. You talk like a character in one of your 
own books.” 

“Why not? They’re my characters, aren’t they?” She 
opened a jeweled case and extracted a cigarette with long 
tapering fingers. “Besides, there was a time when you 
rather liked my books, if I remember rightly.” 

“Okay, so I liked your books.” 

“And now?” 

“I don’t get much time for reading any more. Other 

things on my mind.” Despite her obvious annoyance, the 
desire in the masculine woman’s eyes left no doubt as to 
her meaning. 
- Somewhat mollified, Mae softened a little. “Poor thing, 
I guess I am a bit demanding at times. Anyway, the Chi- 
cago trip will be a good time for you to get to read my 
latest book. I’ll be with you in spirit, at least.” 

Jackie’s face screwed itself into a wry grimace. “Ever 
try going to bed with a spirit?” 

Mae lifted her head, its fluffy copper strands gleaming 
in the subdued light of the lounge. “Look, I’ve got to go 
pretty soon. You know Helena Lassiter—she’s such a 
stickler for the conventions. I don’t want to be late getting 
out there. And don’t forget you’ve a plane to make.” 

“Please kiss me,” Jackie said, 

“No.” Mae softened her denial with an ardent look 
from the lidded green eyes. 

Jackie leaned forward, one hand out of sight beneath 
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the white tablecloth. Her breath seemed to quicken, her 
tongue emerged to lick the surface of her lower lip. 

“Please,” she murmured. 

“No.” Mae glanced around to see if they were being 
watched. But after a moment her eyes closed; she slumped 
lower in her chair as Jackie’s venturesome fingers took their 
toll of her glacial poise. 

“Just something to remember me by when you're out 
there in Scarchester and I’m in Chicago,” Jackie said. 

The lack of privacy, the very boldness of the caress, 
added a piquant spice to it. But Mae saw the waiter bear- 
ing down upon them. She thrust off the other’s hand, 
frowned. “You're so obvious, dear, so obvious.” She 
nodded graciously toward the waiter, her calm completely 
regained. 

The tailored shoulders drooped despondently. “Okay, 
you win. Do you mind if I leave now? If I don’t, we'll 
probably quarrel.” 

“I don’t mind at all. I'll just sit for a while and have 
one more so that I'll be able to tolerate the suburbs. And 
don’t get so moody, dear, everything’s going to be all 
right. Just don’t go getting into any trouble in Chicago, 
that’s all. Stay away from the night clubs.” 

Jackie brightened perceptibly. “No trouble for me, 
baby. I'll read your book and get to bed early. Anyway, 
I’m glad I won’t have to worry about you. I’m sure there'll 
be no one interesting at the Lassiters’, not for you, at 
least.” She turned and walked off, her mannish appearance 
creating a small stir among the tourist trade at the bar. 

Mae’s eyes followed her and a tiny malicious grin 
played about her face. She sighed softly and shifted her 
attention to the waiting cocktail. In a way she was sorry 
to see her go, for Jackie’s obvious adoration at the shrine 
of her beauty was a comforting thing. 

Still, it had to be faced: the affair was becoming cloying. 
Jackie’s masculinity, so welcome in certain appealing 
ways, was revolting when it asserted itself in the direction 
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of possessiveness. Even now, Jackie had begrudged such 
a simple thing as a short weekend. 

Well, it had to stop. Jackie did not own her; nobody 
owned her. In fact, there had been times lately in their 
relationship which had caused Mae to wonder about her 
own nature; times when being made love to so aggressively 
had been boring, perhaps even distasteful. 

She shrugged her disdainful shoulders and sipped her 
drink. That crack of Jackie’s about there being no one 
interesting at the Lassiters’—well, she would see about 
that. It might be intriguing to experiment a little. Not 
with men, of course; it had been a long time since she had 
attempted anything like that. But it might be fun to play 

- the leading role for a change, to be the wooer instead of 
the wooed. And if she knew Helena, there would be at 
least one or two lovely feminine creatures invited for 
the weekend; Helena was just hostess enough to see to it. 

The grin broke into an audible chuckle. Yes, that was 
it. A weekend party, some new acquaintances, even a new 
romance. Why not? 

As for Jackie—hmph, let her stew a while, it would 
do her good. 


BENTON 





“SO you think maybe I’m not good enough to associate 
with your high-and-mighty society friends?” 

“Trixie, I didn’t say that.” Benton Reeves lay back on 
the soft sofa in the apartment of his mistress, cigar in 
mouth. “I didn’t think you’d care to go, that’s all.” His 
placid nature was more amused than angered by the ex- 
showgirl’s ire. 

She ran purple-tipped nails through her mop of platinum 
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hair and vented her spleen. “Oh, you didn’t think I'd care 
to go! You didn’t ask me, did you? You do my thinking 
for me, is that it? You decide my feelings—” 

“Take it easy, baby, easy. Sure, we'll go if you want to. 
I like Mark Lassiter. He’s a good guy. But that stuffed- 
shirt wife of his, no, thanks. You know how dull she can 
be, Trix.” 

“How would I know? I’ve only met her once or twice.” 

“You’ve been lucky.” 

“I don’t care. I want to go. She invited us, didn’t she? 
Both of us.” 

“So calm down, baby, calm down. We'll go, we'll go. 
Now come here and give papa a big kiss. Just to show 
him you’re not angry any more.” 

Her lush figure inserted itself into his arms, its full 
contours pressing against him warmly. “I’m sorry, daddy. 
Sorry I got mad. Gee, I only thought you were ashamed 
of me, that’s all.” 

He moved her head against his throat, continued smok- 
ing peacefully. “Hell, honey, you ought to know better 
‘than that. You’re twice as good as any old society dame 
that ever was, including Helena Lassiter.” 

“Mmm, I’m glad you think so, daddy.” Her hot lips 
nuzzled into the muscles of his chest, her fingers toying 
with the fastened shirt buttons. 

“Trixie, after three wives and three divorces, I guess 
I know a good thing when I see one. You're for me, baby, 
there’s no doubt about it.” 

“Mmmm...” 

“Just because you danced in a chorus is no reason to 
think that anybody’s snubbing you, doll.” He gasped as 
her wandering fingers sought him out. “Hey, wait a 
minute, what’s going on here? If we’re driving to Scar- 
chester, we’ve got to get ready. And more important, I’ve 
got to phone Helena, and tell her we’re coming.” 

“Not yet, daddy...” 

“You devil.” 
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“Trixie wants to thank her daddy for being so nice.” 

“Later, baby .. .” 

“Now!” 

Benton Reeves smiled and continued smoking his cigar. 
There was not much use in trying to stop her when she 
was in this mood. Not that he much cared about stopping 
her, not at all. 

And if she were doing it to thank him—why, all the 
better... 

It was true that he had felt some qualms about the 
Lassiters’ weekend invitation. By himself, he might have 
gone just to get tanked with old Mark. But with the 
inclusion of his mistress, the thing just did not smell 
kosher, especially since he knew that Helena was the kind 
of woman who would take great delight in trying to make 
Trixie feel uncomfortable. 

He grinned. That would be the day: he would like to 
see anybody get the best of worldly-wise Trixie. Not that 
kid, she knew too much about too many things, 

He squirmed a little, the cigar in his mouth now 
completely forgotten. This was one of the things she knew 
a lot about. He had been with many women in his day— 
Wives, mistresses, sweethearts, casual conquests—but there 
had not been one of them who could hold a candle to 
Trix when it came to a real showdown on boudoir 
acrobatics. So what if she did not know how to handle 
a teacup; so what if she thought that a bread-and-butter 
note was something you sent to the grocer? 

His mental meanderings ceased as the sensual side of 
his nature took over. Now there were no thoughts of the . 
Lassiters, no recollections of invitations rejected or ac- 
cepted. There was only Trixie, thanking him in the way 
she knew best, in the way she knew he would enjoy most. 

After a while, there was only pure and simple sensa- 
tion. Warm wetness of liquid lips on tensely tingling flesh, 
fiery fingers bestowing worshipping bounties upon eagerly 
receptive skin. 
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He moaned. 
She made a little crooning noise, deep in her throat. 
“Baby, baby, baby . . .” His hands stroked her head, 


smoothed the platinum hair, 
Her answer was inaudible, yet no amount of rhetoric 
could have made her more clearly understood. 


MARK 





MARK Lassiter was a nice guy, too nice a guy to be in 
the advertising business. At least that was what everybody 
said about him, everybody in the same racket. 

Sure, they agreed, stabbing multicolored toothpicks into 
martini olives and onions, sure he was a success, but how 
long would he last? You had to cut throats to make a 
buck in the huckstering game; you had to be able to 
slip a stiletto gently but firmly between your best friend’s 
shoulder blades. And Mark Lassiter was the type of guy 
who did not go in for bloody knives. Much too nice 
a fellow for back-stabbing. 

Of course, you had to hand it to him for getting where 
he was. His agency was certainly a comer, pretty solid 
and with a good reputation, and with just a few more 
new accounts it would be right up there among the top- 
notchers. But it would be only a question of time, they 
were sure, before he would be ganged up on and slaugh- 
tered. 

Too bad, they sighed wearily, signaling the bartender 
for refills. Too bad it had to be so. But that was the 
way the cookie crumbled. You had to be tough, you had 
to be hard as steel... 

In his Madison Avenue office, oblivious to the how! of 
the wolf-pack, Mark Lassiter watched the scurrying peo- 
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ple in the street and silently blessed the fact that he was 
many stories above the noisy bustle and hustle. He had 
swung his swivel chair away from the massive desk and 
had propped his legs on the edge of a wastebasket whose 
scarred edges showed long maltreatment. 

He smiled a little as he watched the frantic bugs way 
down below. This was his favorite thinking position; it 
had been while staring out of this same window that he 
had made some of his most lucrative decisions. And 
planned some of his best campaigns. 

With the electric clock silently creeping to the end-of- 
the-day numeral, it was pleasant to sit here and ponder the 
various imponderables. There was some work which 
needed doing, but with the weekend coming up and 
Helena’s unexpected suggestion that he bring Carol along, 
the work could wait. It could wait until Saturday in Scar- 
chester; it could wait forever, for all he cared. 

The thought struck him that he had been sitting exactly 
in the same spot when a certain phone call had come 
through. The phone call which had inveigled him into 
hiring a secretary he had not really needed. 

He would never forget it. The same chair, the same 
window and the same people milling around the streets. 
And then the switchboard girl had buzzed and had in- 
formed him that Frank Delman was on the wire. 

“Mark?” 

“Frank. How are you?” 

“No gripes. Just got back from Denver.” 

“Oh? Have any trouble getting through customs?” 

Frank Delman had chuckled. “Haven’t you heard? It’s 
part of the United States now. We annexed it some time 
ago. You remember, don’t you?” 

“Sure, now I remember. I once dropped seven hundred 
bucks there, playing gin with a prospective client.” 

“Serves you right. Ill-gotten gains and all that stuff. 
Besides, I'll bet you signed him up and clipped him good. 
Check?” 
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“Check. Guilty as charged. But aside from the persi- 
flage, Frank, what’s up?” Mark had leaned back and 
waited for Frank to make his pitch, knowing full well 
that he had not called merely to pass the time of day. 

He had liked Frank Delman, had liked his straight- 
forward attitude in the few business deals they had con- 
summated, Frank had done some subcontract work for 
his agency and had done it remarkably well. But in the 
world of money; hand washes hand with regularity, and 
within recent months Frank had done him a few good 
turns which had put him on the track of some excellent 
new accounts. Which had meant that it had been Mark’s 
turn to pay off in whatever coin demanded. 

“Mark, I want you to do me a favor. A big one.” 

“Sure, Frank. Name it. Need money?” 

“No, nothing like that. It’s . . . well, I want you to 
give somebody a job. A friend of a friend—you know 
what I mean?” 

“Got it, Frank. What does she do? Secretary?” 

“Who said it was a she? All I said was a friend.” 

Mark had gulped, slightly embarrassed. “Well, I just 
guessed, that’s all. Shall I guess again?” 

“No, you were right the first time. But it’s not what 
you think. In fact, it’s nothing like that at all.” 

“You sure, Frank? Come on, boy, you can level with 
me. No hanky-panky?” 

“Well, a little hanky, maybe. But no panky. Anyway, 
not with me. I don’t even know the girl.” 

“Oh?” 

“As I’m telling you, Mark, she’s a friend of a friend— 
a guy I owe a favor. It seems his wife is just looking for 
an excuse to give him trouble, and a good-looking secretary 
is quite enough excuse. Especially since the wife’s money 
is backing the business.” 

“I get the picture. Can’t you use her, yourself?” 

“I wish I could, Mark. From what I hear, she’s pretty 
efficient. But you know the size of my outfit—I just 
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don’t do enough business to warrant more help. Now, 
look—if you really can’t use her—well, it was just a 
thought—” 

“Don’t jump the gun,” Mark had interrupted quickly. 
“Sure, I can find something for her.” He had needed a 
new secretary as much as a new hole in the head. But 
it had seemed a painless way to repay Frank Delman 
for past favors, more painless than most. “Tell her to 
call me for an interview and I'll see what I can do. Okay?” 

“Thanks, Mark. Look. Ill send her right over. She’s 
with me now.” 

“Right. Pll be waiting.” 

He had hung up, pleased that he had been able to 
fulfill his obligation to Frank, and just a shade curious 
about what the girl would be like. Probably a dumb 
blonde more fitted for some chorus line than an advertis- 
ing agency office. Not that it would have made much dif- 
ference—he had just about committed himself to hire 
her. 

He had not had long to wait. “Mr. Lassiter, a Miss 
Denny to see you. Says she was sent here by Mr. Delman.” 
The crisply efficient voice of his secretary had been icicle- 
laden. Like most of the Madison Avenue girls she had 
affected what she thought was a Sarah Lawrence intona- 
tion; he had known quite well that her alma mater had 
been Samuel J. Tilden High School in Brooklyn. 

“Send her in, please.” 

He had caught his breath. The girl who had entered 
had been a blonde, true, but beyond that his estimate 
had been way off. Her honeyed hair had been lovely and 
her roundly contoured figure could have undoubtedly 
graced a chorus line. Obviously, here had been no dumb 
Broadway doll, but a meticulously groomed, intelligent 
female. 

“Please sit down, Miss Denny.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Lassiter.” There had been a quality 
of graciousness to her soft voice. She had taken the chair 
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he had offered and had sat down almost primly, her 
purse lying in her lap. 

“Cigarette?” He had held out the box from his desk. 

“No, thank you.” 

“I... ah...” The level gaze of the deep brown eyes 
had disconcerted him. For a moment he had felt that she 
had been interviewing him rather than vice versa. 

“Mr. Lassiter.” 

“Ves?” 

“I want to get something straight first. I have no in- 
tention of presuming on friendship in asking for this posi- 
tion. Please judge me purely on merit and not because 
Mr. Delman was kind enough to request this interview 
for me.” 

“Um... yes... Mr. Delman. Fine person, Mr. 
Delman.” 

“I assume so. Actually I don’t really know him, not at 
all. But I understand that I’m here at his suggestion. In 
any case, I don’t want to lie about it.” 

“I wasn’t implying that you were, Miss Denny.” 

“Good.” 

He had dropped his eyes before her, fidgeting with the 
beaten copper paper knife on his desk. Ordinarily he 
would have barked out a series of questions and would 
have finished the whole business in a matter of minutes, 
But he had been caught by the sheer composure of this 
girl; there had been something about her that had 
drawn him, that had not allowed him to dismiss her with 
the usual dispatch reserved for such interviews. 

It could not have been her beauty alone which had 
taken him, he realized, for there had been a sufficient 
number of beautiful and willing girls in his and many 
adjacent offices. Consequently it must have been some- 
thing else—what, he had not been sure. But he had been 
positive of one thing—he had wanted to sweep this girl 

into his arms and hold her there for a long time. And 
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he had had the odd sensation that she had known exactly 
what he had been feeling. 

“Miss Denny, most girls who come in here looking 
for a job act nervous—as if they’re afraid of me. Are you?” 

“No, Mr. Lassiter, I’m not. In fact...” 

“Ves?” 

“I think you're a little bit afraid of me.” 

He had smiled slowly. “Well, now, in a way, perhaps 
you're right. Although it’s not exactly you I’m fearing, 
it’s what is so dramatically known as ‘the consequences’ 
—do you know what I’m trying to say?” 

“Yes, I do. I understand completely. And it’s going to 
be difficult for me to set your mind at ease because 
whatever I say, you probably won’t believe it.” Her gaze 
had gone frank, suddenly, childlike in its simple candor. 
“Do I look like an honest person, Mr. Lassiter?” 

“Very much so.” 

“Then please believe me. You need have no fear of 
any of these so-called consequences. None whatever. No 
matter what happens, I will cause you no pain—this I 
promise.” 

He had reached a sudden decision. “Case closed,” he 
had said. 

“Oh?” 

“You're hired.” 

Her eyes had widened, almost rounded in surprise. “In 
what capacity? I mean, well .. .” 

He had grinned, loving her momentary discomfiture. 
His little attack had loosened her tight austerity. “My 
secretary, of course. My private secretary. I have one at 
present, but she’s been anxious to try her hand at writing 
copy or some such thing, so I’m sure she won’t mind 
the change.” 

“You know, Mr. Lassiter, this is the strangest inter- 
view I’ve ever had. I’m almost sorry to see it end.” 

E agree.” 
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“But since it is over . . .” She had left her phrase un- 
finished and had started to get up. 
“Don’t rush off.” 


“Oh? Have I already started work?” 

He had shaken his head. “Tomorrow morning. But 
there’s no need to hurry. Stay a while.” 

She had sat down again, this time no longer in the 
severe, upright position she had been so obviously care- 
ful to maintain. Her body had sagged, shifted slightly; 
one curved leg had come up and had crossed over the 
other. The upper foot had begun a gentle swinging 
motion, its high-heeled shoe slipping off part way to 
dangle indolently from the toes. 

“In that case,” she had murmured, “I think Ill take 
that cigarette now. Is the offer still good?” 

He had leaped up and had held out the box once more. 
She had glanced at it with a pleased smile, had taken one 
and tucked it between coral lips. His hand had trembled 
a little as he had lit it for her. 

“Thank you,” she had said softly. 

His, temples had set up a tiny throbbing which had 
seemed to pulsate to the same rhythm as her moving 
foot with its loosely hanging shoe. Fascinated, he had 
not been able to tear his eyes away from its undulant 
motion. 

He had cleared his throat and had spoken huskily. 
“You were so right, Miss Denny. This has certainly 
been a strange interview .. .” 

Yes, it had been. The strangest, to say the least. And 
now, hardly two weeks later, he was truly beginning to 
realize what a treasure it had brought him. 

Cast your bread upon the waters, he thought with a 
satisfied smile. He had done a favor for Frank Delman 
and he wondered if Frank would ever know who had 
got the better of that particular bargain. 

He dropped his legs from their perch on the waste- 
basket, swiveled around from his window and scanned 


eee aaa... 
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the little electronic device on his desk. He selected the 
proper button, pointed a finger and pushed. Time for 
introspection was over; he was ready to communicate 
with his fellow man once more. And fellow woman. 

“Yes, Mr. Lassiter?” the little box said. 

“Miss Denny, will you come in, please?” 

He released the intercom button, leaned back in his 
swivel chair, heaved a great sigh of relief. It was good 
to have the business cares of the day over and done with, 
mighty good. Now, the only thing left was to travel 
home. Well, almost. 

“Ah, Miss Denny, come in.” 

“Yes, Mr. Lassiter.” Dictation pad and pencil in hand, 
she closed the door behind her. 

He waved her away from the chair beside the desk 
and held his arms out toward her, Every detail of her 
appearance was etched on his mind as she glided to him: 
the soft blonde hair, so natural in its honeyed brightness; 
the brown eyes which adored him, appealed mutely for 
his favors; the full breasts as retroussé as the tiny nose, 
their pert peaks limned by the clinging material of her 
blouse; the slim waist; the smooth sculptured line of the 
torso; and, at last, the legs, the magnificent, unbelievable 
legs. To him, their flawless symmetry was perfection it- 
self: the taper of the curved calf to the slender ankle, 
and the ankle to the high-arched foot perched on its 
spike heel. 

She slipped into his arms and sat upon his knee. The 
notebook fell unheeded to the floor. 

“Mark .. .” 

Co r yr 

The sweetness of her mouth and the stabbing fire of 
her darting tongue were quick to bring a reaction in him. 

“Hey, you...” She pulled her lips away. Then she 
leaned back and grinned. “I was wondering when you 
were going to call me in for dictation. You haven’t even 
spoken to me all day.” 
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He tugged her head back, brought his mouth to hers 
again and drank of its potency. The quivering flesh of 
her body burned against him and seemed to be urging 
him on to further delectations. 

She pulled away again and gasped for air. “And you're 
still not talking, I see.” 

“Not yet.” The intimate hollow of her neck against 
his lips competed for attention with the velvet inner 
surface of an errant white thigh aguas his finger-tips. 
The latter was the winner. - 

“Now IIl talk.” His hands had no intention of giving 
up the prized territory gained. 

She squealed a little. “How can I pay any attention 
when you’re doing that. . .” 

“Want me to stop?” 

“N-no ...” 

“Okay. Then listen.” The fingers continued to stroke 
the satin skin, palpating the exciting area where sheer 
nylon became female flesh. ““We’re working this weekend.” 

“Working?” 

“That’s right. There’s a lot to be done and this will 
be a good time to get it cleared up.” 

“Of course, Mark. Anything you say.” Her ready ac- 
quiescence to his every need was a heartwarming thing. 
“What time shall I come in?” 

He laughed. “Hold on to your teeth, honey. We're 
working in Scarchester.” 

“Huh?” 

“That’s right. Helena is having one of her mad guest 
weekend affairs and you’re invited. To work, of course.” 

“Oh, of course. That is, if what you’ve told me about 
your wife is true.” 

“Come now, kitten, don’t get your claws out. She isn’t 
that bad.” 

“No?” 

“No. Actually, you'll be as much a guest as anyone 
there. But I had to say there was work to be done so 
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that I could get you to come along. Helena understands, 
so we'll be left alone as much as we want.” 

“Oh?” Her eyebrows shot up. “And how much work 
do you think we'll get done that way?” 

He tightened his intimate grip. “All work and no 
i og 

. makes Jack a dull boy,” she finished. “But what’s 
happening to Jill all this time?” 

“Don’t you — 

“Mmmm... yes. :.” 

The delicate touch of her parted lips was offered, be- 
came his for the taking. A long slow shudder went through 
her well-formed body. 

“It'll be fun, Carol.” 

“It's always fun with you, Mark.” The breathlessness 
of her voice surged with emotion, overwhelming him with 
its flagrant desire. The sleek limbs which had attempted 
to remain quiescent under his caresses lost all pretense 
to modesty. They quivered, moved demandingly. 

“No, baby, not now... not here .. .” 

“Then . . . then just hold me tight. Just for a minute.” 
Her low murmur was a plea which could not be denied. 

His arms tightened 

“That better?” he whispered. 

“Uh-huh . . . now touch me. Touch me!” 

She sighed. Smiled. “Thanks, darling . . .” 

He spanked her smartly on the backside and shoved her 
off his knee. “There, that will have to do for the moment. 
Now, get on your way and get ready. You’re expected at 
Scarchester by early evening. Know how to get there?” 

“Of course. Just because I haven’t been there doesn’t 
mean I’m not interested. In fact, this wife versus secretary 
tangle has intrigued me since—well, you know, since 
we've been chummy. [ll admit there have been times 
when I was ready to go on my own and have it out with 
that dearly beloved spouse of yours.” 

“What?” 
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“Relax, boss. I held my temper and didn’t go. But if 
she starts picking on me this weekend, I’m not guarantee- 
ing that there won’t be bloodshed.” 

His face twisted into a wry grimace. “Don’t under- 
estimate Helena, dear. She can be a pretty tough character 
when she wants to be. I know. I’ve been living with her 
for quite a number of years.” 

“We'll see.” 

“Besides, I'd rather that you two didn’t fight. I’m sure 
she won’t do anything to harm you; in fact, I think you'll 
probably wind up liking each other.” 

“Fat chance.” Her disdainful sniff emphasized the 
words. Head held high, she turned away from him and 
flounced toward the door, where she halted for a moment. 

“Later, lover?” 

“Later.” 

For a long time after Carol Denny had gone, he sat 
there deep in thought. He chuckled a little and shook his 
head. There was no doubt about it: his latest inamorata 
was a little spitfire; he would have to handle her with kid 
gloves. Or maybe asbestos gloves would be more like it. 

He hoped fervently that no animosity would arise 
between them, his wife and his secretary, at least no more 
than usual. At the same time, the awareness of how much 
the girl had come to mean to him was an ever-present 
signal for caution. Their romance had been a whirlwind 
thing; he had had her where he wanted her within a week 
after she had gone to work for him. Yet he could not 
shake off the feeling that this was more than a mere office 
affair and that its intensity was waxing rather than waning. 

He rose from behind his desk, tucked some loose papers 
into a leather briefcase and squared his shoulders. 

Helena would understand. She would have to. 

Even now the sensation of silken-textured smoothness 
was warm in the palms of his hands... 


KEN 





“WATCH the birdie, now, Oswald. That’s right . . . see 
the pretty birdie.” 

Four-year-old Oswald had other things on his fiendish 
little mind. He was tired, the lights were hot, and his small 
stomach was not as full as he thought it should have 
been. His button nose wrinkled in annoyance, his lips 
pouted. He cried. 

Ken King muttered foul imprecations under his breath. 
It had taken him a solid half-hour to get the floods and 
spots properly set up, and now the darned kid would not 
cooperate. 

Oswald’s mother was not of much help, either. Her 
bulky frame moved in to surround her howling offspring 
with two hundred pounds of maternal flesh, all sym- 
pathetic, which did no good whatever to the fragile lights 
or to little Oswald. He took no interest at all in the goings- 
on, continuing only to bawl his small head off. 

Ken ran his fingers through his hair in sheer despera- 
tion. What did he ever do to deserve this? It was tough 
enough to try to open a studio in a town as quiet as 
Scarchester, especially without much money. But to have 
doting mothers swoop down upon him, their arms full of 
yowling brats—well, that was too much! 

He shrugged his shoulders and went back to work. It 
was his own fault; he never should have advertised reduced 
rates for children. Now he was stuck—the fond mammas 
came pouring in, and so much time taken for each sitting 
was fast making his new enterprise a losing proposition. 
If it were not for the fact that the deal did have 
some compensations, he would have given up the ghost 
weeks ago. 

32 
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Oh, well, thank God for small favors. This was the last 
shot scheduled for the day. After little Oswald he could 
make a grab for the amber bottle nestling in his desk 
drawer and pour himself a good stiff hooker and— 

Oh, no . .. not another mamma and baby, not at this 
time of the day. A pained expression on his handsome 
face, he left off his adjusting and moved to answer the 
front door buzzer. 

The look of pain became a smile of pure joy. As he 
had noted, there were some compensations, and this was 
the best of them all. 

Helena Lassiter drifted through the open door, her 
perfect beauty a tonic for his worn nerves. 

“Ken, darling . . .” she murmured. 

He put his finger to his lips in warning, nodded toward 
the inner room. “Good afternoon, Mrs. Lassiter. Won't 
you sit down? I'll be ready for your sitting in just a few 
minutes now.” His voice dropped to a soft whisper, 
« _ . another one, honey. Sit tight, Pll get rid of them 
as fast as I can.” 

She smiled lazily, the delicate perfume of her a stim- 
ulant to his tired body. She tossed her wrap carelessly 
down, waved him away. “Go ahead and finish; I'll wait.” 

His weariness dissipated into thin air, the very arrival 
of this lovely creature giving him a new lease on life. 
And the knowledge that she was waiting for him acted 
like a shot in the arm for his battle with little Oswald. 

In no time at all, the lights were ready again. The 
indulgent parent was parked on the sidelines and the child 
was posed. And marvel of marvels, even Oswald exhibited 
a tiny streak of humanness in his twisted little character. 

Exactly seven and one-half minutes later Ken was 
ushering them out the door: Oswald, mother, and all the 
paraphernalia clever baby-shop salesmen foist upon un- 
suspecting and overly-affectionate parents. They traipsed 
off, bag and baggage, materfamilias simpering at the 


34 HELENA’S HOUSE 


benevolent pat on the head bestowed upon the light of 
her life by the nice photographer. 

“Whew!” He pushed the door shut, twirled the knob 
savagely. 

Helena sat on the divan, her svelte figure doubled up 
in silent mirth. 

“What’s so funny?” 

“You, Ken. That nice oily grin on your face when you 
patted the kid good-bye. You should have been a politician, 
not a photographer.” 

His tall leanness relaxed; in spite of himself, he was 
moved to join her laughter. “Please, honey, politicians 
have to kiss their dirty little faces, not just pat them. Don’t 
wish anything like that on me.” 

He reached in the desk drawer for the bottle and poured 
two strong drinks in silence, handed her one, “Cheers,” 
he said. 

The deep blue of her eyes joined him in mute agree- 
ment as they drank together. 

“Did you come to get your picture taken?” 

“No, thanks. Just came to visit the photographer.” 

“That’s a relief.” 

“, . . and to invite him to my house for the week- 
end...” 

“Qh?” 

She nodded, held her glass out for a refill. “Lots of 
people coming. I thought you might enjoy it.” 

“And how about friend husband? Think he’ll go for 
the idea?” He tilted the bottle over both glasses and felt 
the mood of vexation slip away. 

“Let me worry about that, Ken. Besides, he’s bringing 
his secretary. Who, I imagine, also doubles in brass as 
his bed companion now and then.” 

“That makes the cheese more binding—if you'll forgive 
the slightly antiquated bit of triteness.” 

“Will you come?” 

“Why not?” The nonchalance of his tone was belied 
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by the challenge in his eyes. Since he had first met this 
woman he had never failed to become aroused by her 
exciting presence. Sometimes, even the mere thought of 
her was enough, the recollection of her coolly poised 
glamor, which he had discovered to be only a fagade, a 
thin veneer which had hidden from the public eye a 
veritable maelstrom of seething passion. 

“Good. You see, I’ve already told Mark you would. 
And by the way, I told him that you'd try to bring Pierre © 
Brennet, too.” 

His face darkened. “You shouldn’t have, Helena. You 
know he doesn’t go in for that sort of thing. Wild parties, 
weekends, night clubs .. .” 

“He sounds dull.” 

“On the contrary, he’s not. In fact, I'd say he was one 
of the least dull people I know.” 

“You won't ask him?” 

He made a gesture of resignation. “I will if you insist. 
He’s in New York now.” 

“Please do, Ken. That will make up for the bad news 
I got this afternoon.” | 

“Bad news?” 

“A relative, a long-time-no-see relative from Minnesota. 
Helga Swenson, to be exact, a niece I had forgotten ever 
existed. Imagine a name like that, Helga Swenson. And 
she’s coming out here for the weekend.” 

“No!” 

“But yes.” A trace of aggravation was audible in her 
usually placid speech. “Called me up and said she’d just 
gotten in from the West, and could she come and visit her 
Aunt Helena?” 

He raised his glass. “To you, Aunt Helena.” 

“Don’t be facetious, not at a time like this. Although, 
I suppose it is rather funny, at that. Little Miss Innocence 
from the provinces weekending with all the sophisticated 
wolves. I have a notion she won’t be innocent very long. 
Not with my house guests.” 


— — —————— — — — — 
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“Poor Hilda.” 

“Not Hilda. Helga. Of course, there’s always the pos- 
sibility she'll turn out to look like the side of a Minnesota 
barn. In which case I'll have no fears about her retaining 
whatever illusions she’s bringing with her.” 

“No,” he shook his head, “she won’t.” 

“Won't what?” 

“She won’t look like the side of a barn, any barn. Not 
if she’s related to you.” 

“Am I to take that as a compliment?” 

“You are.” 

“Well, I guess the strong drink is thawing you out a bit. 
And it’s about time.” 

“Don’t let me get too thawed out, Helena. I’ve got 
work to do.” 

“Work? Now?” 

“Sure. I’ve got to make a living, don’t I? On Monday 
morning, little Oswald’s mother and about ten others like 
her are going to swoop down upon me. All demanding 
photographic likenesses of their runny-nosed progeny in 
no uncertain terms. And Ken King, boy photographer, 
had better have them ready. That is, if he plans on eating 
next week.” i 

“How do you like that? I come here for a visit, and now 
you’re going to work.” 

“Sorry, honey, the darkroom calls.” 

She glanced down at her watch. “I don’t have a darn 
thing to do for at least an hour. May I go back with you 
and watch?” 

He chuckled. “Would I get anything done?” 

“Of course.” 

“Come on.” 

Both slightly tipsy, they moved back to the tiny cub- 
byhole in the rear of the studio. A dim red bulb burned 
overhead, giving their faces a pinkish tinge. 

Deftly, he went about his task, developing and enlarging 
the shots he had taken that day. Try as he might, he could 
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not put the awareness of her presence out of his mind. 
The fragrant perfume, the fleeting delicacy with which she 
brushed against him, the faint murmur of her breathing 
were too much to stand. 

“Oh, hell,” he muttered. His arms reached for her, 
enclosed her willingly pliant body. 

Her mouth was a whirlpool, a yawning chasm which 
demanded and implored all at the same time. A bottomless 
pit which drew him deeper, deeper... 

Her active fingers sought and found him, caressing 
madly until there was no time, no space. Only frenzied 
desire. 

A sudden flash of sanity pierced his frenetic delirium. 

“Not here, Helena. Come . . .” He tried to steer her 
through the door into the studio. Anywhere but here in 
this closet-like dungeon filthy with spilled chemicals. 

— < fnow: Ss" 

“Helena, we—” 

“Here!” 

Her hands were claws which gripped his shoulders, 
drawing him closer, her own form moving backward until 
it rested against the solid wall. 

He reveled in her pliant submission, crushed her willing 
softness against the hard surface, tasted the heady wine 
of conquest as her convulsive body welcomed him. 

“Ken!” 

It was the last coherent word which issued from her 
lips; from then on, there were only monosyllabic fragments 
of onomatopoeia. She became a writhing octopus whose 
tentacles encircled and imprisoned, each full of demand. 

Until the savage fury of her need communicated itself 
to him. And there was only flesh—urgent, avaricious, 
greedy flesh—gleaming with a hellish redness under the 
rays of the darkroom bulb... 


CAROL 





“C'MON, Marion, wiggle your fanny out of there. I’ve 
got to get going.” 

“Take it easy, baby, easy.” 

Carol Denny frowned impatiently at the drawling lan- 
guor of her roommate’s voice. It was just like her; leave 
it to Marion to pick that moment for one of her luxurious 
bubble baths. Just when the most important thing in the 
world was to get ready for the big weekend. 

“But I’ve got a train to catch; I can’t wait.” 

“Sure, hon, sure. Be out in a sec.” 

It was longer than a “sec” before the bathroom door 
finally swung open, but for Marion Murdock anything less 
than an hour was nothing short of a miracle. Her lanky 
form framed the doorway, its expanse of limber flesh hid- 
den only by the fleecy towel draped around her torso. 

“What’s the rush, Carol?” 

“Off for the weekend. To Scarchester, no less.” 

“No 7 

“Yes.” She wasted no time moving into the empty bath- 
room, turning the faucets on full blast. “I’m to be the 
guest of Mark Lassiter and Mrs. Lassiter. How do you 
like that?” 

Marion’s generous mouth hung open in amazement, 
“Hey, big deal,” she said. “How did you work it? Or more 
important still, why?” 

Carol raised her voice in order to be heard above the 
sound of the rushing water. “Why not? I’m not afraid of 
that high society wife of his.” 

“Oh, sure. But she’s got him and you haven't. I can’t 
see why you want to tangle with her.” 
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“It wasn’t my idea, it was Mark’s. And he’s the boss, 
isn’t he?” 

“He sure is. In more ways than just strictly business, 
too, from what I gather.” 

With the tub full, Carol turned off the water faucets and 
lowered herself gingerly into the surrounding warmth, 
Hurry or no, it was still more than she could resist, this 
soothing comfort which brought such complete relaxation 
to tired muscles and nerves. She let her head fall back to 
lean against the cradling surface, so white against her 
bath-warmed pinkness, 

“He’s the boss,” she murmured, “in every way.” 

Marion halted her business of dressing for a moment 
and stood in the doorway, her form postured indolently 
against the frame. “In love with the guy?” 

“Mmm ... maybe. A little, I guess. Anyway, I know 
on which side my bread is buttered. It’s a good job and 
I want to keep it. And he is pretty handsome.” 

“And rich.” 

“And rich.” With her usual dry matter-of-factness, 
Marion had struck home. 

“So what’s with the wife business? Is he angling for 
a divorce?” 

“No.” 

“So where does that leave you?” 

“At the moment, nowhere. But later on, maybe, there'll 
be a little apartment just for me. And who can tell, per- 
haps even a mink coat or two.” 

“Baby, baby, you’re aiming pretty high. Look out you 
don’t take a big tumble.” 

“I'll keep my eyes wide open.” 

“You know, kitten, you’re sure a changed girl since 
you went to work for Lassiter. I don’t know what it is, 
you look the same. You just seem sort of tough, lately. 
Not so sweet and innocent as you were.” ` 

“That’s me, tough. I’m tired, Marion. Tired of being 
pushed around, tired of digging just to pay the rent at 
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the end of the month. Tired of things like crowded sub- 
ways and lunch-rooms, of shopping for seven ninety-five 
bargains on Fourteenth Street.” 

“And you think Mark Lassiter is going to end all that 
for you?” 

“I think so. Anyway, I’m going to make him appreciate 
me, maybe even need me. And if I give him what he 
wants,” she shrugged her smoothly molded naked shoul- 
ders, “maybe I can persuade him to play it my way. I’d 
like nothing better than to be kept in the manner to which 
I have never been accustomed.” 

“You are tough. Poor Mr. Lassiter.” 

“Poor, nothing. He'll get his money’s worth, don’t worry 
about that.” 

Marion’s eyes drifted down the nude form, hardly 
hidden by the covering of water. “Yes,” she admitted, 
“I guess he will.” 

Carol reddened under the admiring gaze. “Scram out 
of here, sweetie. I’ve got work to do.” 

“Baby, with what you’ve got, not much work is neces- 
sary. If I were built like that, maybe I’d have big ideas, 
too.” She glanced down at her own rather meager wiriness 
and twisted her lips in a dissatisfied scowl. “But I suppose 
you’ve got to take the bitter with the better. Pll just 
settle down with my accountant boy friend and spawn ten 
kids. Maybe they'll turn out to be beauties.” 

Carol reached for the cake of soap and rubbed it into 
the soaked washcloth. Her face took on a pensive air. 
“You know, maybe you've got the right idea. Once, I 
thought I'd like to do that, marry some nice young guy 
and raise lots of kids. I don’t know but what I still feel 
that way. Only every man I’ve met in New York has been 
a wolf, and from now on I’m going to make them pay for 
their wolfing privileges. Starting with Mark Lassiter.” 

“I guess your mind is made up, kiddo, so go to it. 
But watch your step and don’t get hurt in the process.” 
Marion swung around, glanced at the battered alarm clock. 
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“Yipe! Look at the time. And I’m supposed to meet the 
boy friend uptown in twenty minutes.” 

She scurried away and closed the bathroom door behind 
her. She could be heard making little noises of exasperated 
frustration as she rushed through the complicated pro- 
cedure of dressing. A few moments later she poked her 
head back in again. 

“S’long, Carol. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do. Or 
anything I would do, for that matter.” 

Carol grinned as the outer door slammed, shook her 
head at the appropriateness of the parting remark. As if 
there were anything either of them would not do. Under the 
right circumstances, of course. And with the right man. 

She soaped herself busily, cleansing the velvet softness 
of her skin with the refreshing lather. With infinite care 
she neglected no intimate area of her body, no matter 
how tiny or sequestered. Perhaps this self-same body . 
would sleep alone that night, perhaps her idea of a Scar- | 
chester weekend was slightly exaggerated. But in any case, 
she was taking no chances. If Mr. Mark Lassiter did see 
fit to make an inspection at close range, he would find no 
hint of careless grooming. No matter how close his scrutiny 
might be. 

A small sigh escaped from her lips. Yet, it would be 
so nice if the occasion did arise. This flawlessly creamy 
body was far too lovely to be allowed to go to waste even 
for one night, let alone an entire weekend. 

In the bedroom she dressed tastefully to avoid the 
flamboyance Helena Lassiter would probably expect to 
find in her. Well, let her look all she wanted to, she would 
discover nothing other than the perfect secretary. Unless, 
of course, she was foolish enough to try to play rough. 
Then she had better look out, for underneath Carol’s 
secretarial pose a different person would come to light. 
One who was only half a woman, the other half a snarling 
tigress, ready to fight for her man tooth and claw. | 

Fully clothed at last, she surveyed herself in the mirror 
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and nodded in approval. From the top of her blonde head 
to the toes of her spike-heeled shoes she was unmarred 
by any defect in appearance. In only one small detail had 
she deviated in any way from what she considered good 
taste, one very tiny but not insignificant detail. 

She blushed a little as she thought of it. Well, she was 
sure of one thing, it was not something Mark’s wife would 
ever know, it was for Mark alone. And if that hoped-for 
opportunity did not arise, even he would be ignorant of 
its piquant, perhaps pungent presence. For it was nothing 
more than a dab or two of perfume, daringly applied to 
the few choice spots where it would do the most good. 

And even if the worst came to pass and the musky 
fragrance were doomed to evanesce without ever having 
achieved the purpose for which it had been intended, it 
would still not have lived in vain. For the very knowledge 
that it was there, proclaiming her femaleness beneath her 
businesslike neuter exterior, was a comforting, almost 
exhilarating thought. 

Come what may, she was ready. 


HELGA 
TŘ 


“HI, babe, goin’ my way?” 

“Please, how would I know that? I don’t know which 
way you are going.” | 

“Say, are you kiddin’ me?” The sharp character in the 
peg-top trousers and padded shouldered suit stared in 
disbelief and walked off, muttering to himself. 

Helga Swenson continued her walk along Broadway, 
her pretty face wrinkled in puzzlement. They were so 
strange, these big city men, not at all like the boys back 
home in Minnesota. They talked so . . . so funny all the 
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time and looked at her with their eyes shifting around. 
Just as if they were afraid of her and still wanted to prove 
how important they were. And they were all so little. 
Why, some of them barely came up to her chin. Of course, 
she knew she was a tall girl, but in Minnesota there were 
plenty of nice boys on the neighboring farms lots bigger 
than she. But in New York, no... 

She stopped and glanced into the various shop windows 
and saw comparatively little of interest. This was it; the 
street signs all said Broadway, but it did not seem very 
impressive. Only a lot of people hurrying around and some 
movie places. Most of the stores were selling men’s shirts 
and neckties, and there were hundreds of frankfurter 
stands. But it was not so very different from the village 
on Saturday night when all the farmers came in to buy. 

Well, it was a little different. She had never seen any- 
place in Minnesota which sold girls’ panties with pictures 
of hands on them. Or so many black lace nightgowns. 
Or mesh openwork stockings. But she had not traveled all 
those miles on the airplane just to see things like these. 

Well, maybe it would be nicer where Aunt Helena lived, 
in Scarchester. At least, the men might be taller, anyway. 
She hoped she might meet a few who did not talk out of 
the sides of their mouths so that she could not even un- 
derstand what they were trying to say. She recalled the 
nice man on the plane, the one who had sat next to her. 
Certainly there must be more like him. Tall and good- 
looking and smart, too. Just as nice as the boys at home. 
Nicer, maybe. 

Of course, he had not talked much. But then, neither 
had she; and just sitting there side by side, so close to 
each other for all that distance, had been very nice. Almost 
as if they were married ... 

She blushed at the thought, sighed a little. No, she 
probably would never meet him again; she did not even 
know his name. And here she was, thinking about being 
married to him. How silly, just like a school-girl. 
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Anyway, it was nice to know that there were such 
men. Even though she had not seen any others after 
losing sight of him at the airport. 

Oh, my, there was another of them—one of the little 
ones who leered and winked. How foolish he looked with 
that big black cigar in his mouth, just like a little boy 
all dressed up in his father’s clothes. 

She turned on her heel, strode away from the approach- 
ing character, her long slim legs widening the distance 
between them. The high heels she insisted on wearing 
made her five feet, ten inch body a veritable tower of 
healthy femininity. She might have been a bit shocked 
had she known just how many pairs of admiring eyes 
followed the undulations of her fleeing form. 

Helga Swenson’s mother had insisted on this trip to 

New York; after all, she had said, it would do the girl 
good to get away from the bumpkins and clodhoppers of 
their home territory. And who but her dear sister Helena, 
whom she had not seen for years, would be better fitted 
to show Helga around? Helena was rich, she had married 
well . . . so off to the East Helga must go. To New York 
and a place called Scarchester. To see the world and find 
out if any men existed who were very tall—and very 
— 
Helga glided into her hotel lobby, unaware of the small 
stir she caused each time she passed through it, intent 
upon her own business. Poor mama! How disappointed 
she would be. But then, how was she to have known, how 
would anybody know, that all New Yorkers were six 
inches shorter than everyone else? 

Except, of course, that nice man on the airplane. And 
he probably was not a New Yorker at all. Come to think 
of it, he had not sounded like anybody else she had ever 
heard. The few words he had spoken had sounded sort 
of, well, strange. Not New Yorkish, not that at all. But 
kind of foreign, maybe. Sure, that was it... he was a 
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foreigner. Gee! Wouldn't it be something if he turned out 
to be a count or a duke, or maybe even a prince? 

The walk had made her feel somewhat tousled, perhaps 
because of the dusty streets. She hesitated a moment, 
deciding whether to take the elevator up to her room or 
to use the ladies’ powder room just off the lobby. 

The latter seemed simpler; she went in and could not 
help being impressed by the ornateness of the furnishings. 
In front of the long horizontal mirror she ran a comb 
through the natural wave of her brown hair and tucked 
the offending stray wisps firmly in place. 

A woman came in. Helga took no notice; after all, the 
place was public. Until the woman’s eyes found hers in 
the mirror, an unholy gleam lurking in their depths. Eyes 
that had an odd resemblance to those of the nasty little 
man on the street. 

“Excuse me, do you have a match?” The eyes were full 
upon her; they seemed to be asking for something far 
more significant. An unlighted cigarette dangled from the 
corner of the loose scarlet mouth. 

“J... I’m sorry, I don’t.” 

“No matter, maybe I can find one hidden away some- 
where.” Long clawlike fingers rummaged through an open 
purse, came up at last with a silver lighter. “Cigarette?” 

“N-no, thank you . . .” Helga tried to keep her attention 
focused on her reflection in the glass. A puff of smoke 
burned acridly in her nostrils as if it had been blown her 
way with deliberate intent. “I don’t smoke.” 

“PII bet there are a lot of things you’ve never done.” 
The throaty voice carried with it a hint of unknown evils, 
dangerous, yet somehow fascinating. “Too bad. . .” 

“Too bad? 1... I don’t understand.” 

“A girl as big as you are.” A hand was raised, touched 
the nape of Helga’s neck caressingly, the heat of it a sear- 
ing flame on her shuddering flesh. “And as beautiful...” 

“Please, I—” She cringed, tried to avoid the sensual 
stroking. 
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“Don’t be frightened.” It was a low murmur, almost a 
whisper. “I’m only another woman like yourself. You 
don’t have to be afraid of me.” The fondling fingers left 
her neck, traveled down her back. Curved lightly over the 
sloping convexities they found there. “You're such a lovely 
girl .. . Pd never do anything to hurt you.” 

Like a downy bird hypnotized by a snake, Helga stared 
at her. Shivered a little as she saw the woman’s tongue 
slide out from between her red lips, slither over the lower 
one until its dampness was a glistening sheen. The mouth 
raised itself, came closer, closer to her own, its gashed 
opening a promise of wicked delights. 

“No!” It was a choked gasp of protest as realization 
brought back sanity. 

“Yes.” The lips twisted into a lascivious leer, the tight- 
ening talons dug into twitching flesh, bruising its innocent 
tenderness, 

With a shove, Helga threw the woman away from her. 
Grabbed her comb, her handbag. Ran from the room 
toward the elevator, glancing over her shoulder now and 
then in fear that the creature might still be there. 

On the bed, the door safely locked behind her, she 
burst into sobs and let the hysterical panic which had 
welled up behind her placid exterior have its way. 

After a long while the tears dried. Her eyes closed, a 
weary languor stole into her being. The trying craziness 
of the day’s events began to drift away, taking with it the 
leering ugly little men and the depraved woman whose 
witchlike tentacles had enticed, then repelled. How sooth- 
ing her.Aunt Helena would be. 

And how nice the tall man in the airplane had been. 


TRIXIE 


— — — — — — — —— 


TRIXIE Taylor raised her brandy inhaler and drained the 
last few drops of the fiery liquid from its crystal bowl. 

“Another, Miss Taylor?” 

“Thanks, no, Mrs. Lassiter. Not just now.” 

“Please don’t be so formal. After all, we’re mutual 
friends of Benton’s, aren’t we?” The hostess’ smile was a 
dazzling invitation to amicable companionship, “Just call 
me Helena, won’t you?” 

“Oh, sure. And I’m Trixie.” She sank a little lower in 
the soft chair and felt a comfortable glow of relaxation 
steal over her. Benton must have been nuts to think that 
this woman would high-hat her; all through dinner she had 
been sweet and kind. And the rest of the guests, they were 
pretty nice, too. 

Of course, some of them were sort of strange, she had 
to admit that. Not her own Ben, or that good-looking Ken 
King .. . no, there was sure nothing wrong with them. Or 
the secretary, what was her name, Miss Denny? Nothing 
different there, unless maybe the fact that she was stuck 
on her boss. But that Swenson girl, the niece from Minne- 
sota, was sure going to be in for a tough time if she did 
not wise up. Talking all through dinner, the way she did, 
about how some dame had tried to make her in a ladies’ 
rest room. For a minute there, it looked as if somebody 
had suddenly choked on a wishbone. 

Especially that Mae Marlowe, the one who wrote books. 
She almost turned purple when the kid got going on how 
she just could not understand it, one woman trying to play 
around with another one. 

Trixie’s smooth forehead creased in reminiscent thought. 
She could understand it herself, all right, she sure could. 

47 


— — 


lle 


4g HELENA’S HOUSE 


It had not been so long ago at all that she had been hoofing 
in little road shows in two-bit tank town night clubs. With 
all the grimy yokels licking their lips and trying to cop a 
feel every time she had walked by. No, it had been a 
natural thing for some of the chorus kids to turn to each 
other for some means of consolation. And she had been 
no exception... 

Of course, it had not really meant anything, not really. 
But still and all, it had been fun sometimes . . . and once 
in a while there had been some real kicks in it. The dark 
kid, for instance, the one who had come from New Or- 
leans, what had been her name? Honorine, that had been 
it—she remembered thinking what a queer name it had 
been at the time. And later on when she had found out that 
the kid had been as queer as her name, that had been 
something. 

In those days they had not got to New York very often; 
the city had been too big-time and the brightest lights in 
the world had been on Broadway. But it had still been the 
Mecca, even for the show-kids who had not been good 
enough to last there. So when the club date in Albany had 
folded a few days early, New York had seemed like a fine 
idea for a little relaxation. 

It had been Honorine’s idea. Originally they had been 
booked into a joint in Philadelphia with barely enough 
travel time from Albany. But now the setup had been 
changed; Philly had not been able to use them ahead of 
schedule and Albany had left them high and dry with 
nothing to do in between. “What do you say, Trixie?” 
Honorine had cajoled. “Let’s stop over in New York. PI 
show you Greenwich Village and its wicked ways, huh?” 

“Greenwich Village? What do you know about that 
place? I thought you were from New Orleans.” 

“Trix, there’s a Village in every city in the country, and 
I know them all. But there isn’t one of them that isn’t just 
an imitation of the real thing. And the real thing is right 
there in New York, just three or four hours away.” 
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“Okay, I’m sold. Let’s go.” 

That had been the night Trixie had seen Greenwich 
Village. Not all of it, not even much of it. For Honorine 
had been playing the guide and there had seemed to be lit- 
tle doubt in the dark girl’s mind about what there had been 
to do and see. Honorine had known exactly where to go. 

From the outside, as they had got out of their taxi, the 
place had looked like any of the hundred or so unobtrusive 
bars dotting the streets between the more garish tourist 
traps. It had been located on a dark side street a half-block 
away from the corner where two of the big ones fought 
each other, hawking their wares in paint and neon, each 
publicizing a wilder girlie show than its neighbor. 

The place itself had scorned such advertising. A tiny 
awning over the doorway had been inscribed with the 
single word Larry’s, while the purple tubes of neon in each 
side window had proclaimed a brand of beer. Half-drawn 
venetian blinds behind each sign had further increased the 
air of privacy. 

The oaken door had been locked but had been quick to 
open as a wizened face had peered out through a tiny 
diamond-shaped glass pane studded into its panels. The 
face had belonged to a little nattily dressed man whose 
suit coat had extended inches beyond his shoulders, giving 
the impression of a walking inverted triangle. 

A woman in slacks had pointed them to a table and then 
had taken their order with monosyllabic gruffness. 

“Watch the doorman,” Honorine had said. “He used 
to be a boxer. A welterweight, I think.” 

Two soldiers, hardly visible through the blinds, had ap- 
proached and had tugged at the heavy door, The little man 
had pulled it open a scant inch and had snarled in Brook- 
lynese. His words had run together and it had taken Trixie 
a moment to decipher them. 

“Private party, bud. Yuh can’t come in.” 

One G.I.’s reply had been unintelligible, but it had had 
its effect on the doorman. He had muttered an equally 
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obscene epithet, and the pair of them, obviously dis- 
gruntled, had drifted off to seek greener fields in which 
to operate. 

Honorine had laughed. “It wouldn’t have done them 
much good if they Aad gotten in.” . 

“I see what you mean,” Trixie had agreed. It had cer- 
tainly been no place for soldiers, not of the male variety 
at any rate. Aside from the tough lad at the door and two 
bartenders, there had not been a man in the room. Through 
its smoky atmosphere, in every direction she had turned, 
Trixie had seen only women. 

Women... 

They had stood three deep at the bar, they had sur- 
rounded every table, they had waited in line at both rest 
rooms, ignoring disdainfully the fact that one had sported 
a sign stipulating it for the opposite gender. They had 
dropped their coins in the blatant jukebox, they had stood 
outside the single telephone booth cursing its occupant 
who had just finished her own stint of waiting and cursing. 
They had signaled their orders to the waitress and the 
bartenders; they had drunk their liquor and beer and had 
paid their tabs. 

They had argued, brawled, whispered, flirted. They had 
discussed art, music, literature, sports, money. And they 
had ogled Honorine and Trixie. | 

Some had been strongly masculine, others daintily fem- 
inine. It had made little difference. At one time or another 
during the first hour every one of them had attempted her 
own gambit on the two newcomers. Some had stared, 
smiled, some had used coy sidelong glances. 

“We're being cruised,” Honorine had said. 

“Cruised?” 

“It’s Village slang. Cruising is making a pass at some- 
one you don’t know. A long look, a flutter of the eyelashes 
—inaybe just a slightly raised eyebrow.” 

Trixie had nodded as she had realized how many faces 
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had been turned in their direction. “You’re so right. Not 
much different from men that way, are they?” 

“Not much. A lot of them try to imitate men. They 
despise them and then go right ahead and act like them. 


Look over there.” Honorine had motioned toward a cor- 


ner of the bar. “That’s a woman.” 

It had required a second glance to verify the fact. The 
object referred to had worn a knotted necktie and a man’s 
shirt. Only a fatty bulge below the jacket bottom of its 
masculine suit had proclaimed that its manliness was some- 
what doubtful. 

“Looks more like an effeminate boy.” 

“You’re paying her a compliment. Don’t let her catch 
your eye or she’ll be pouncing down on you.” 

“I wish they wouldn’t stare.” Trixie had been overly 
conscious of what had seemed like hundreds of eyes 
singling her out. 

“They're trying to figure out if we’re just off the bus 
from Bridgeport.” 

“What?” 

“More slang. Are we just tourists? Did we just wander 
in to see the sights or do we belong here—that’s all it 
means.” 

“Pye got a lot to learn.” 

“Do you want to learn? About this . . . this way of 
living, I mean.” | 

“No, thanks. I’m glad I saw it, but I'll stick to the other 
way. Oh, don’t get me wrong. I’m not moral about it. It 
just doesn’t appeal.” 

“Tm glad.” 

“Qh?” 

Honorine had nodded. “I feel the same way. It’s inter- 
esting, but just to observe. It all seems kind of, well, 
forced. Besides, most of them are pretty dull. Telephone 
operators, stenographers, shopgirls—that sort of thing. 
Not all, of course.” She had surveyed the room, gesturing 
in this direction and that. “The blonde there, she’s been in 
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Broadway shows. And that one is a model. A good 
one, too.” 


“Yes, I recognize her face from magazine ads. She’s 
very pretty, isn’t she?” 

Honorine had shrugged her shoulders. “I’ve heard of 
her—she’s pretty well known. From what I’ve figured out, 
she doesn’t really belong here any more than we do. She 
just comes down to tease the kids. That’s the way it is 
here, you know, everybody is teasing everybody else and 
looking for new kicks and thrills.” 

“Not a happy bunch, are they?” 

“They live. They’re not crying in their beer just so long 
as they can find a soft shoulder to cry on. And then they 
don’t feel like crying any more.” Honorine’s eyes had 
swept the room disdainfully. “Right now, you know 
what they’re doing? Why they’re cruising us like crazy?” 

“To see if we’re tourists?” 

“More than that by now. We’ve been sitting too long 
and minding our own business. So now they’re anxious to 
know if we’re together—you know, a twosome—and if so, 
can we be broken up.” 

Trixie had laughed. “They’ve got a case, huh?” 

“Right. A big case. Ready to go?” 

“I’m ready. Where to next?” l 

Honorine had shrugged. “Want any more of this kind 
of thing?” 

“Not unless it’s quieter. The noise is killing me. I don’t 
want to poop the party, but personally I’m all for going 
back to the hotel and relaxing.” 

“Sleepy?” 

“Not exactly.” 

“Let’s go.” 

And much to the chagrin of the lady barflies, they 
had arisen and had made their exit. A bit curious and 
more than ordinarily stimulated, they had headed back to 
their tiny hotel room and had cracked the bottle Honorine 
had stowed away “just in case” as she had said. And be- 
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fore morning Trixie had learned a great deal more about 
why Honorine had been so familiar with the Village. 

It had been quite a night. And there had been more 
nights, similar in nature. Pleasant nights, not important, 
not holding anything which would have caused a girl to 
lose her head and go overboard in the wrong direction. 
But happy times, which had filled in those lonely hours 
between shows, in towns where all the nice guys had been 
put in a bag and drowned at birth, leaving only the crum- 
my characters. 

No, she would not forget Honorine. Not soon, anyway. 

Well, those days were gone now. Ben was a pretty good 
old boy, and he really treated her well. She would not feel 
right cheating on him. If you could call that kind of play- 
ing around cheating. Well, maybe it was, but it was not as 
if she were getting involved with another guy, not at all. 
Just girlish affection, nothing more. Nothing for anybody 
to get jealous about. 

Besides, Ben had been kind of tired lately. Oh, sure, 
he was a swell guy and he really made her happy.But just 
the same he was not as young as he used to be. And what 
the heck, she had always been the kind of kid who had 
needed her cuddling pretty darn regularly. And often. She 
had been like that as far back as she could remember; she 
could not change now, could she? 

Hmmm .. . funny how a little thing like that big doll 
sounding off at the dinner table could get her thinking like 
this. Gosh, it had been years since she had even thought 
about it. And now, all of a sudden, it was on her mind. 
Well! 

“Would you like that drink now, Trixie?” The hostess 
was beaming down at her, decanter in hand. 

“Thanks, yes.” She held the globular glass out. 

“How about me, am I a stepchild?” Mae Marlowe had 
sauntered in, a smile on her carmined lips. 

“No, indeed.” Helena poured into both glasses, one 
after the other. “Why don’t you two relax and have a nice 


> 


el 


ee 


54 HELENA’S HOUSE 


chat? I’ve got to go and see if the menfolk are comfortable 
with their cigar smoke and dirty jokes.” Their eyes fol- 
lowed her poised sleekness out the door. 

“Nice, isn’t she?” Trixie attempted to break through the 
small wall of silence. 

“Mmm, well, yes. Not my type, though.” 

“Huh?” l 

“Oh, didn’t you know?” Mae perched her supple body 
on the arm of Trixie’s overstuffed chair. “I thought every- 
body knew. Haven’t you read any of my books?” 

“Well, I read a lot, but I never remember what the 
authors’ names are. I guess that’s pretty dumb, isn’t it?” 

“Oh, I don’t think so. Few people do.” She seemed to be 
going out of her way deliberately to be pleasant. “Did you 
read Shadow Love?” 

Trixie’s eyes opened wide. “Say, did you write that one? 
Golly, that was. terrific. Hottest thing I ever read.” She 
sobered for a moment, took a long drink to hide her em- 
barrassment. “Now, I understand what you meant, I 
guess...” 

“Understand?” 

“When you said Helena ... - Mrs. Lassiter wasn’t your 
type. But, gee, I would have thought— 

“That she was my type?” The red mouth curved into a 
wide smile, disclosing gleaming white teeth. “Oh, no. I 
can’t go for just any woman, | Helena’ s sweet, but too 
smooth and sophisticated for me. I like real people.” 

“Like Jennie?” 

“Jennie?” 

“Sure. In Shadow Love.” 

“Oh, now I am flattered. You didn’t remember who 
wrote the book, but you know the names of the characters. 
That’s what I mean by being real. Helena would remember 
the author’s name, but she wouldn’t remember Jennie.” 

“I thought Jennie was wonderful.” 

“I’ve got a confession to make. So did I~and I’m the 
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one who invented her. To me, she’s real, And so are you, 
Trixie. Very real.” 

“But you don’t know me well enough to judge.” 

“J shall . 2.” 

Trixie felt an arousing thrill at the warmth in the deep 
green eyes full upon hers. She tried to shake it off, tried to 
carry the conversation back to its former casual lightness. 
“I... Pm not very real at all. Take my hair, for instance. 
It’s not really platinum blonde, just a kind of mousy brown. 
You'd be surprised how often I have to get it dyed to keep 
it this color.” 

“It’s very lovely.” Mae’s fingers reached down to pat 
the shining brightness. 

Trixie remained silent, motionless under the unmistak- 
able gesture. The strange tense thrill was not to be denied; 
it was coursing madly through her. Not that she wanted to 
deny it, not at all. The memory of Honorine came flooding 
‘back from the dim past, bringing with it thoughts of cer- 
tain intimate rites long forgotten. 

But she had given up that sort of thing for good And 
there was always Ben, so kind, so gentle to her. She could 
not do anything to hurt him, But, gee, would this hurt him, 
would it be wrong? 

The stroking fingers set up an incessant tingle, insistent 
on having its way. Slowly, inexorably, it grew to a flame, 
burning to worthless ash any semblance of remorse she 
might have felt about Benton, A hand had touched her 
and not very intimately at that. Yet the direct current run- 
ning between her and Mae Marlowe suffused the entire 
atmosphere, charging it with a pulsating electric glow. 

She threw her head back, looked up. “Mae... Kiss me.” 

“Somebody might come in.” 

“One kiss. I have to know. . .” 

Mae nodded understandingly. “Yes,” she whispered, 
“we both have to know.” 

As the green eyes and scarlet mouth closed in on her, 
Trixie gave a small quiver of animal delight, let her eye- 


Oe 


56 HELENA’S HOUSE 


lids fall and sealed herself off from all but the single ap- 
proaching sensation. 

Parted lips touched hers; she reached for them avidly. 
They pulled away, dropped lower, nestled in the smooth 
expanse of her throat. 

She moaned. The gently biting teeth delivered a delirious 
amalgam of intermingled pleasure and pain. 

Mae lifted her head. “I know. Do you?” - 

“Yes ... oh, yes. Kiss me, kiss me. Give me your mouth, 
Mae.” Where was Ben? Where was Honorine? Where was 
the rest of the world? 

There was only this red-haired, open-lipped woman 
staring down upon her. These green eyes demanding posses- 

- sion of her very soul. And her own body wracked by un- 
quenchable craving thirst . . . 

The eyes were smiling, victorious. “We had to find out, 
now we know.” 

“Devil!” 

- “Of course. And you shall be my angel.” Mae was deftly 
applying her lipstick. After a moment she wiped clean the 
traces of red imprint on Trixie’s throat and lit two cigar- 
ettes, putting one between Trixie’s lips. 

When Helena returned, surrounded by a cortege of male 
guests, the two women were chatting merrily. Undoubtedly 
a good number of those present must have wondered what 
possible meeting ground they could have found—the au- 
thoress and the ex-chorus girl... 
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“PLEASE child, will you stop calling me Aunt Helena? 
You make me feel as if I were a thousand years old.” 

Helga’s face fell. “I’m sorry, Aunt Helena ... 1 mean— 
oh, what do you want me to call you?” 

“Simply Helena, just as everyone else does. And that 
story you told at the dinner table, I’ve been meaning to 
talk to you about that.” 

“Story? What story?” 

“About you and that creature in the ladies’ rest room 
at the hotel. I’m sure it was the truth, that it actually did 
happen. But Helga, it isn’t the type of thing one talks 
about. Not at the table, at any rate.” 

“Pm sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it.” 

“No, I don’t suppose you did. You couldn’t have known, 
could you?” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“Helga, listen to me. The people yow’ll see around New 
York, the people you’ve met here tonight, they’re not like 
your friends in Minnesota.” 

“No-no, they’re not. I’ve noticed that.” 

“But you musn’t condemn them for it. Even if they say 
and do things that shock you, try to pay no attention to it. 
Remember, after all, that you’re very young and very in- 
nocent, and they are very worldly-wise.” 

PO ae. 

“And tonight’s little story was in bad taste, in very bad 
taste.” 

nae 

“J hope you understand.” 

“I do. Which . . . which one of them was it?” The girl 
peeped out shyly from under her long lashes. 
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“Which one of whom was what?” Helena shook her 
head in genuine perplexity. 

“Like the woman in the rest room. Which one of your 
guests is the same as she was?” 

Helena caught her breath, her mouth opened in surprise. 
She searched the face before her for some sign of duplicity 
but found nothing but innocuous candor. Was the girl 
fooling her? Was her obvious artlessness all sham? 

No, it was impossible. She had guessed, that was all. Out 
of the mouths of babes and sucklings, 

“Which one do you think it is?” 

Helga shrugged her big, perfectly proportioned shoulders. 

“I’m not sure,” she said. | 

“Guess.” 

“The writer, Miss Marlowe. She Squeezed my hand and 
looked at me kind of funny when we were introduced.” 

“And did you squeeze back?” 

“No. Should I have?” 

Helena burst into silvery laughter. It was difficult to be 
angry with this child. For all of her size, she was such a 
lamb. “No, of course not, dear. You did just right. Now, 
run along and mingle with all my guests. Only don’t say 
anything, just listen.” She patted the smooth young cheek, 

“Yes, Aunt Helena—ah, Helena.” 

“That’s better. And no matter what they say, just smile 
and agree with them, no matter how shocking it may sound 
to you at the time. Run along now.” 

As Helga moved off Helena shook her head with some 
degree of self-recrimination, aware that the little discussion 
had not come off overly well. She sighed, wrinkled her 
brows. This was just no place for someone that innocent; 
the child was bound to be hurt. Still, maybe it would do 
her good to have her eyes opened a bit, especially since she 
was not planning to go home for a while. 

Oh, well, might as well forget it. Helga was a pretty big 
girl now; it was about time she learned to take care of 
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herself. Besides there were other items to worry about. 
Ken, for instance, and that Miss Denny. 

She lit a cigarette and recognized by the angularity of 
her physical movements the tension mounting in her. 
was her guest, she practically owned him; what right had 
he to make a pass at her husband’s secretary? 

Of course, she had not really seen anything take place 
between them—but for two strangers they had been pretty 
chummy all through dinner. Too chummy. Even now they 
were off somewhere together, probably wandering about 
the grounds. 

She took a deep drag on the cigarette and felt the taut 
nerves relax a little. Oh, hell, what did it really matter? Let 
them have their fun. They were both young and good- 
looking, so young. And as for herself, she knew deep 
down inside that Ken King’s coming and going was of 
comparatively little importance. Oh, he was sweet, all 
right, and for lack of something better, quite acceptable. 
But he was not what she really wanted, Not really. 

“Brooding?” 

The deep voice startled her for a moment. She looked 
up, smiled. 

“Mark. I didn’t see you come in. . = 

He chuckled. “I sneaked. Benton is explaining the facts 
of life to Helga, so I deemed it advisable to pull a quick 
fade. You know, I’m not sure who’s learning more out of 
the deal, old Ben or that giantess of a niece of yours.” 

“Poor Benton.” 

“Ob, I don’t know. She’s certainly good for a lot of 
laughs. And as for beauty, I can see that it runs in your 
family. She’s almost as lovely as you are.” 

“And twice as big.” Despite his bantering tone, she 
was conscious of a quickening of her breath at the sincerity 
of the compliment. “By the way, your Miss Denny is quite 
a pretty thing, also. But then, you always did have good 
taste, Mark.” 

“J married you, didn’t 1?” 
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“Oh, come now, dear, you don’t have to be gallant. Not 
after all these years,” 

“They were good years, weren’t they, Helena?” 

“Umm, yes. The early ones, especially,” 

“You know, I guess you're right. Sometimes I wish we 
could go back to them... . being so broke and so in love.” 

“I doubt if you’d like it, Mark. Once you get used to 
having money, it’s pretty hard to do without it.” 

“I suppose so. Still, it would be fun if we—” His face 
fell. “No, I guess it wouldn’t do.” 

“Fun if we what, Mark?” 

“Just a thought. If we were to get away by ourselves 
sometime. Not to a resort where we’d see all our friends, 
but someplace where we'd be alone, really alone.” 

“Why, Mark, I do believe you're getting sentimental.” 
He grimaced wryly under the coolness of her words, her 
icily glamorous poise. Her heart went out to him; on the 
verge of breaking down, she steeled herself. “That’s twice 
today you've been sweet to me, your own wife.” 

“Yeah,” he muttered, “it is, isn’t it? But since you are 
my wife, I think I rate an answer.” 

“So soon? Give me a little time to think it over.” 

“Mmm, that may be a good idea in more ways than one. 
What do you say I drop in on you tonight—in your 
bedroom?” 

“Mark!” 

“Well?” 

“How about your secretary?” 

“And your photographer? Is that what you're trying to 
say?” 

She shrugged her shoulders noncommittally, “Perhaps.” 

“I get it.” 

“No, Mark. No, you don’t. I don’t think you ever will.” 

“Helena, I—” He broke off suddenly, his eyes down- 
cast. “Oh, what’s the use.” 

A great rush of intermingled love and pity welled up 
within her. The urge to throw herself in his arms gripped 
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her; she tightened her long fingers on the arms of the chair 
in order to suppress it. 

“Mark.” 

“Yes?” 

“Kiss me.” 

She gave him her upturned mouth, offering sweet solace 
for his hurt. He accepted gladly, gave in return the rugged 
masculine strength which had once meant so much to her. 

That still meant as much, perhaps more. She tensed as 
his roughly questing tongue sought hers, quivering as his 
hands cupped the fullness of her breasts, each palm in- 
dented by a stiffening peak. Helena basked in the self- 
satisfaction which was hers, secure in the knowledge that 
what she had to offer was still firm and smooth, unblem- 
ished by any sign of age. 

The sound of approaching footsteps tore them apart; 
she repaired her ravaged make-up with rapid movements. 
In a matter of a few seconds her customary equanimity 
was regained, 

“Helena .. .” 

“Yes, dear.” 

“That was nice.” 

“Yes it was. Odd, though—it made me feel almost, 
well, guilty.” 

He nodded. “I know what you mean. Like . . . like be- 
fore we were married.” 

Silence for a moment. Then, “Mark.” 

“Hmmm?” 

“That was nice, too...” 





CAROL 





“THE place is lovely, isn’t it, Carol? I may call you 
= Carol, may I not? After all, were both friends of the 
Lassiters.” 

“Of course, Ken. However, I wouldn’t exactly place 
myself in the friend-of-the-family category. I’m Mark’s 
secretary, just a working girl.” 

“I guess maybe we’re in the same boat.” 

“Oh?” 

“You see, I run a photo studio in the village, and what- 
ever success I’ve had is pretty much due to Helena’s 
patronage.” 

“Oh.” It was a soft sigh. 

“You needn’t sound so tragic.” His voice took on a 
sharp edge. “She doesn’t have any real hold over me—not 
any that I don’t want her to have, at least. I’m my 
own boss.” 

“Are you?” 

He turned on her savagely. “Look, suppose you mind 
your business and I'll take care of mine.” 

“Sorry.” 

They walked the new spring grass in silence, each avoid- 
ing the other’s eyes. The anger of the moment dissipated in 
the gentle moonlight, in the breathtaking beauty of the 
star-studded sky. The lush sumptuousness of the house, 
the cared-for regularity of the trimmed trees and hedges 
achieved a naturalness which would have been missing 
under a harsher illumination. 

“Ken.” 

“Mmm?” 

“It is lovely.” 

“Like to live in a place like it?” 
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“I don’t know. I guess I never gave it much thought. An 
apartment of my own is about as far as I’ve let my dreams 
take me. How about you, Ken?” 

“This is what I want. It’s the way I want to live. It’s the 
way anybody would want. Your own house, plenty of 
room, privacy when you want it. You know, there’s even 
a golf course over there, behind the ridge.” 

“Really?” 

“Only a small one, of course. Nine holes and most of 
them pretty short at that. But just the same its a darn 
nice layout.” 

The envy in his tone was all too evident; in the darkness 
she shook her head a little in disapproval of his attitude. 
At the same time she could not help but recognize how 
closely her own ideas paralleled his. The desire, the want 
for position and money, in this they were alike. And from 
what she guessed of his relationship with Mark’s wife, the 
similarity of it to Carol’s relationship with Mark was be- 
coming uncomfortably clear. He was evidently playing 
Helena for all she was worth, just as she was doing with 
Mark. 

Not that Helena Lassiter would be hard to take. For | 
that matter neither was Mark. But just the same they might 
as well face it: she and Ken were a couple of professionals. 
And if stronger language were necessary, there was cer- 
tainly a word available. A good nasty down-to-earth word. 

Oh, well, why fret over it? She had made up her mind; 
there was no reason to back out now. Especially since 
Mark had deliberately shown her his bedroom and had 
pointedly let her know that he and Helena had separate 
quarters; and that he would be alone and waiting. 

That had been before dinner, before she had met Ken. 
Should she feel any different now? Just because he was 
young and handsome? 

She shrugged her shoulders. What difference did it 
make? He was as wrapped up in his commercial schemes 
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as she was in hers, And probably served the wife in the 
same manner in which she served the husband. 

mS e o0 

“Yes, Ken.” 

“Tm sorry. About what I said before, I mean. Sorry I 
got angry.” 

His contrition softened her. “It was my fault, Ken. I 
guess I pried a little and I shouldn’t have.” 

“I’m glad you did, At least, it shows that you were in- 
terested in me.” 

“Does that please you? The fact that I am interested 
in you?” 

“Very much,” 

“Why?” 

“Because . . . because—” He hesitated, then burst forth 
in an anguished voice. “Oh, must I give you a cut and 
dried reason? Didn’t you see how I stared at you all 
through dinner? Can’t you tell?” 

"ER. 2 «Oly MM ans 5) 

His lips were on hers, her body slumped into the mus- 
cularity of his. The nervous agitation which had preyed 
upon her mind all day was but a spark in comparison with 
the hot, all-consuming need inflaming Her being now. 

Her knees weakened, bent, collapsed. She dragged him 
down with her, delighting in the sensation of his weight 
crushing her into the cool damp grass. Reveling in the 
mastery of his mouth upon her throat, his hands upon the 
slim curves of her waist. 

His lips moved up, she gave her own in eager response 
to their demands. Her hands found his shoulders, clutched 
avidly. 

Carol...” 

“Yes, Ken, yes...” 

“I love you.” 

She shuddered, froze at the import of the words and felt 
the urgency seep away as cold logic gained sway. Why had 
he said it? Did he not know that theirs could only be a 
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momentary thrill, to be grasped and squeezed dry quickly? 
A fling, a roll in the hay with no remorse, no regrets, NO 
after-effects? And no talk of love? 

“No, Ken.” 

"Gare 

“Wait, Ken...stop...” 

“I... I don’t understand.” 

“What did you have to say it for?” 

“Say what, Carol? What?” He was sobbing in the 
desperate torment of his need; she could sense the pain 
within him. 

“That you love me.” 

“I do, darling, I do.” 

“No, you don’t, Ken.” Cruelly she drove herself on and 
let reason pour cold water on the embers of the fire which 
had blazed so lustily but a few seconds earlier. “We're 
pretty people, you and I. We’re attractive, even to each 
other. But we’re not in love.” 


She interrupted, her voice steeped in scathing self- 
loathing. “We're professionals, Ken. People like us don’t 
fall in love. We can’t afford to.” 

The shock of her bitter words stiffened him. He re- 
mained mute for a long time. “You’ve made it cheap, 
Carol.” Just as his passion had matched hers, so now did 
the acid in his voice. “You put a price on it.” 

“Would I be able to help you get all this?” Her sweep- 
ing gesture took in the entire estate. 

“No.” 

“Could you give me the things I want? The things that 
money can buy?” 

“No.” 

“Would you be willing to try? Without money?” 

His voice was low, barely audible even in the stillness 
of the night air. “A few minutes ago, I would have said 
yes. Now .. .” He shrugged his shoulders in a cynical 
movement, “. . . you’re right, we’re professionals, Anyway, 
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that’s a nice clean word for it Come on, it’s getting chilly 
out here. Let’s head back to the house.” 

He rose, helped her up. They trudged the distance in 
weary silence. On the front porch she bent to smooth the 
wrinkles from her frock and straighten the seams of her 
twisted stockings, 

“Caro aoe 

“Yes, Ken.” 

“What I said out there, the thing that made you angry.” 
It was a whispered plea which edged its way into her heart. 

“Yes, Ken. What about it?” 

“I won't take it back.” 

A sudden surge of tenderness overwhelmed her. She 
fought to resist the temptation to throw herself into his 
arms. Then she straightened up slowly from the task of 
arranging her clothing. 

“Ken.” 

“Carol.” 

“What I felt out there. Before you said it . . .” 

“Ves?” 

“I can’t take that back...” 





BENTON 
gt 


HE sat in an easy chair, cigar in one hand, drink in the 
other. Both feet were propped up on a hassock, angling 
his broad frame back in relaxed comfort. Eyes half- 
closed, his only motions were alternate puffs on the cigar 
and sips of the bourbon. 

He sighed, gave himself up to the lassitude stealing upon 
him. Dinner had been pleasant; he had dined with his 
usual gusto. The conversation afterward with the men had 
been stimulating; Mark, with his customary keen insight 
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regarding the effect of politics on business, had been worth 
listening to. And the young fellow, young King, that was 
his name—mighty smart boy, respectful of his elders. Lots 
of get-up-and-go about him, too. 

But it was good to be alone for a while. They were all 
probably out on the grounds somewhere doing a little light 
necking with the wrong partners before retiring with the 
right ones for the night. Of course, with the setup Mark 
and Helena had, it was hard to say which was which. The 
secretary, for instance, she was not along just to take dicta- 
tion. Not that kind of dictation, anyway, not with her build. 
And young King fitted into the picture as more than a 
casual friend, he was sure of that. Mae Marlowe, of course, 
was no puzzle at all, although what she was doing without 
that muscle-woman she had been going with, that Jackie, 
was more than he cared to guess. Probably trying to con- 
vert that big Helga Swenson, especially after that brain- 
less boner she had pulled at the table. 

Now, there was a number, the big gal. That one was 
really stacked; he would not mind converting her himself. 
In any direction she would like to be converted. But of 
course, that was out—he had Trixie—and she was enough 
for any guy. Almost too much. 

By the way, where was Trix? Oh, well, let her have her 
fun. He did not begrudge her a little extracurricular 
smooch now and then. Besides, it was pretty common at 
these Scarchester weekends; if he were a little younger he 
would be at it, too. 

He smiled and played a little game, juggling the assorted 
couples in his mind until some semblance of order was 
attained. Then he shook his head in disgust at the realiza- 
tion that the entire estimate would have to be revised. 

Helga had walked into the room alone. 

“Hello,” he greeted her, “where’s Mae?” 

“Mae?” She sat down in a nearby chair, crossed her 
long legs, evidently unaware of the vista of expansive per- 
fection she was creating. “Oh, you mean Miss Marlowe. I 
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don’t know where she is; I was looking for her so I could 
apologize.” 


“Apologize? What for?” He asked the question out of 
idle curiosity, still trying to pair off the guests mentally. 
With Helga out of the picture, that left Mae free. Trixie 
would not go for the King boy, she never did like them 
young. And he was sure that Mark was out, too—he and 
Mark were too friendly for her to play around there. 

Weli! Guess what that left, just guess. Mae Marlowe 
and Trixie. What a laugh! Well, it would sure be fun to get 
the story from Trix later. But right now, all of that was 
not so very important, not with this big beautiful corn-fed 
doll here with him. 

“I think I said the wrong thing at dinner.” Her entire 
attitude was that of utter dejection. 

“Oh?” 

She nodded. “Helena just bawled me out for it. I guess 
I insulted Mae Marlowe. You know, when I told the story 
about what happened to me in the ladies’ room.” 

“I thought it was a pretty good story. Very interesting.” 

“But I didn’t know that Miss Marlowe was .. .” She 
broke off, seemingly unable to finish the sentence, 

“Was the same kind of woman?” he supplied. “The kind 
that likes other women?” 

“Yes ...” Her brown eyes appeared to be dangerously 
Close to tears. “I guess there are a lot of things I don’t 
know about people and things. But PI say one thing, I’m 
learning, that’s for sure.” 

“That's fine. Only don’t learn too fast.” 

“Why not? The faster the better, I think. I'll bet I’ve 
been laughed at ever since I got off the plane. Everybody 
knows I’m just a country girl the minute they see me.” 

“A very lovely country girl, though.” 

“Oh, sure. Lovely—and big.” 

“Your size is no disadvantage. Tall women are very 
popular right now. All the top choruses in floor shows are 
loaded with them.” . 
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“Yes, but do men marry them? Sure, they’re nice to look 
at, but that isn’t my idea of a career, dancing in a night 
club.” | 

“Is that what you do want? To get married?” 

“J thought so. Now I’m not sure. It doesn’t seem like the 
thing to do in this part of the country.” 

He snorted. “I suppose by that you mean Trixie and 
me.” 

“Well, that’s part of it. But from what I’ve seen, even 
people who are married don’t take it very seriously. Like 
Helena and Mark, for instance.” 

“You know, young lady, you notice quite a bit of what 
goes on around you. I doubt if you’re as stupid as you're 
trying to make yourself out to be.” 

“I’m just beginning to notice those things. And since 
my Aunt Helena was kind enough to give me a little lec- 
ture, I’m going to notice a lot more.” 

“I wouldn’t see too much if I were you. It might be a 
little shocking.” 

She shook her head emphatically. “Nothing’s going to 
shock me. Not ever again. Besides, Helena said I’m sup- 
posed to agree with everything her guests say.” 

“And do?” 

“I guess so.” 

“That would be interesting.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Come here, PI show you.” 

“I... oh, all right .. .” She moved toward him, her 
Junoesque proportions a symphony of lyrical loveliness. 
She stood directly in front of him, her eyes defiant. “Show 
me,” she said. 

He pursed his lips in an expression of appreciation. 
“You are beautiful.” His hands went to her rounded hips, 
her slender waist, caressed them gently in an up and down 
movement. “Do you think I’m like all those little New 
York men who have made passes at you?” 

“N-no...” 
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“Why not? I’m thinking the same things they did.” He 
could feel the quiver of her flesh under his stroking fingers. 
The thin material of her dress was comparatively little 
impediment. 

“Aunt Helena ... Helena. She . . . she said it was all 
right.” Her halting speech, her flushed face, the pink 
tongue which licked her full lips so nervously—all were 
positive manifestations of the effect of his questioning, 
both verbal and tactile. 

“Does it seem all right to you?” 

“I... I don’t know...” 

“Do you like it when I do this?” He leaned forward to 
let one hand glide upward to the twin jutting peaks, tremu- 
lous under the warmth of his palm. 

hw iss 

“And this?” The other hand smoothed the fabric which 
sheathed the curvesome flanks and dropped to the hem to 
toy with silken knees. 

“Please, I—” 

“And this!” 

She gasped at the abrupt boldness of his movement, 
swayed for a moment as if near collapse. Then she turned 
on her heel and fled from the room. 

Benton Reeves sat back in his chair, sipped his bourbon. 
There was no doubt about it, the girl was a magnificent 
animal. And if she took Helena’s thoughtless advice, there 
would be the devil to pay. 

Well, it was no skin off his nose. Besides, he had Trixie 
to worry about, anyway. By the way, just where was that 
woman of his? 








KEN 
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BUSY with the ritual of preparation for love, he stared at 
himself in the mirror and then turned away, sick at heart. 

He smiled bitterly as his eyes fell on the array of jars 
on the bathroom shelf. Jars and bottles, most of which he 
had sampled in the complicated process American women 
demanded of their men before bedding with them. Not that 
manliness itself was in question; no, it was only that, while 
they were required to act like and to be men in fact, they 
were also required to avoid anything which might lead 
them to smell or taste like men. 

He had showered, shaved. Powdered his face and body 
with a talc whose advertising claimed it to be a favorite of 
lumbermen and weightlifters, even though its odor was un- 
mistakably that of the boudoir. Brushed his teeth with 
minty tooth paste, swabbed his armpits with a salve guar- 
anteed to make him fit to live with. Swallowed a small 
tablet said to contain chlorophyll, positively recommended 
to purify internally any area he might have missed 
externally, 

A grin appeared on his handsome face as the humor of 
the situation struck him. He might fool Helena Lassiter 
into thinking her lover was a man, but he knew better. 

He was a deodorized skunk! 

Garbed in his robe of genuine tartan plaid, he tapped 
lightly on the door and slipped into the adjoining bedroom, 

“It’s about time you showed up, Ken.” Helena was on 
her bed, posed languorously in a sheer nightgown. 


“Impatient?” 
“Not exactly.” She stretched, revealing full-fleshed 
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curves. “Pour me a drink, will you, dear? And light me a 
cigarette.” Her voice was faintly imperative, “By the way, 
what did take you so long?” 

“I was unmanning myself,” 

“You were what?” 

“Forget it. I was just experimenting with all the nice 
lotions and unguents you had laid out in the bathroom, 
Here’s your drink.” 

“Thanks.” 

“And your cigarette.” 

“Thanks again. That wasn’t what I meant, though.” 

“Stop talking in riddles. What wasn’t what you meant?” 

“About your taking so long. I was thinking of your little 
walk out in the grass. With little Miss Secretary. Was it 
romantic?” 

“If you must know, yes. Do you care?” 

“My, aren’t we peevish tonight? Frankly, I really don’t 
care a great deal. In fact, Mark~-and I both thought it 
rather amusing.” 

“I suppose you had a big discussion about it while we 
were gone. All very civilized and sophisticated, of course. 
Mark’s mistress and your lover, both out necking in the 
moonlight like a couple of schoolkids—” 

“Ken . . .” The softness of her tone interrupted his 
tirade. 

“Yeah.” 

“You're different. What did happen out there?” 

“I don’t know. I guess maybe for a minute I thought I 
was doing something real.” He sat at the foot of the bed, 
his eyes brooding. “Something decent and honest.” 

“Like falling in love?” 

“Maybe.” 

“Tm glad.” 

“Huh?” 

“Of course. Did you think Pd be jealous? Besides, I 
have a feeling that Mark and I are about to settle down 
with each other, all over again.” 
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“Well, that’s a new twist.” 

“That’s what makes it so thrilling. Imagine, in love 
with my very own husband. What a scandal!” 

Despite his mood, he could not help smiling. “Oh, come 
now, it’s not that daring. Been going on pretty regularly 
for a few thousand years, I’d say.” 

“But Ken—in Scarchester?” 

The smile became a chuckle. “I see what you mean.” 

“We'll just have to keep it a secret from the neighbors. 
They’d think it was immoral. No, I doubt if that’s the right 
word for it.” Her eyes caught his. “And why are you 
snickering so superciliously, sir?” 

“Nothing, much. Just wondering what in blazes I’m 
doing here tonight.” 

“I could answer that in a few choice expressions but 
I won’t. The new arrangement can’t possibly get under 
way for a while yet. After all, we can’t rush into these 
things blindly, can we? Even if it is my own husband.” 

“I see. For tonight, then . . .” He left the words un- 
finished, looked directly into her blue eyes. 

“Of course.” The soft husky whisper needed no ex- 
planation. Her body moved restlessly and one slender 
naked foot shifted to rest against his thigh. 

A feeling of gratefulness rose within him. She had 
been good to him, this woman. She had helped him in 
many ways. And now she was making no attempt to 
keep her hold over him, knowing full well that his interest 
had strayed from her. 

He took the white foot in his hands, raised it to his 
lips. Kissed the instep, the slim ankle. Paid homage to 
the crimson-lacquered toenails. 

“You're sweet, Ken.” 

“Mmmm ” 

“How did you know... ?” Her voice was hesitant. 
“How did you guess what I wanted tonight?” | 

“Mmmm .. .” His lips were too busy for further com- 
munication. 
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' “I’m perfumed. All over . , .” 

She was. The fragrance of her flesh was an invigor- 
ating stimulus to his awakening senses. The promenade 
of his mouth upon the flawless flesh, begun in gratitude, 
now continued in self-indulgence. 

The knowledge that this would probably be their last 
night together stirred him. He would do all he could to 
make it a memorable one, 

And there was something else involved. With his eyes 
tightly shut the picture of her was no longer clearly de- 
fined. In his moments of lucidity he was aware only too 
well of who she was and what she stood for. But in the 
other moments, the increasingly spasmodic ones, she lost 
her identity for him, became only a woman, an anonymous 
representative of her entire sex. To tease, to please, to 
immerse his soul in. 

The thrusting arch of her was that of the eternal fe- 
male, entreating and commanding simultaneously, its 
musky redolence an imperious plea for violent ravishment. 
And in the white-hot agony of desire, her namelessness 
disappeared. No longer was she the whole race of Woman, 
for in the tortured recesses of his mind her identity again 
became specific. 

But it was not Helena Lassiter whose sobbing implored 
the increased fury of his embrace. Instead there was the 
poignant impression she was someone else—someone 
whom he knew so little and loved so dearly. Someone 
whose very name burned like an inextinguishable flame 
in his brain. 

Carol! 


— — — * — 


MARK 


— —— — — — — 


IN the dimness of the room he watched the door swing 
open softly, saw her lithe form enter. 

“Mark?” 

“Pye been waiting a long time, Carol.” 

“I’m sorry. I had some thinking to do. Some deep and 
heavy thinking.” She closed the door behind her, turned 
the lock knob. She moved toward him to sit on the edge 
of the bed, the tightly bound belt of her tailored robe a 
slim division between the pout of her bosom and the flare 
of her hips. 

“You're very lovely.” Despite the gravity of the decision 
he had reached, the presence of this girl was still provoc- 
ative. He could sense the spark of desire being kindled 
within him. 

“Thanks. Aren’t you going to ask me what I’ve been 
thinking about?” 

“No. I've got worries of my own, dear.” 

“Oh?” 

“You see, I've been doing a little thinking, too. Com- 
paratively important thinking, I'd say.” > 

“From your expression, I guess it is.” She turned, faced 
him squarely. “Going to tell me about it? I’ve got a feeling 
I’m very much involved.” | 

He nodded. “Yes,” he said, “it concerns you as much 
as it does me.” 

“J get it.” 

“Hmmm?” 

“Sure. You don’t have to be gentle with this little girl. 
Not Carol.” She leaned toward him, ran her fingers 
through his hair. “Poor dear, you've probably been wor- 
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tying like crazy, trying to figure out some way to let me 
down easy.” 

“You're very clever. What made you think that was 
what I had in mind?” 

“It is that, isn’t it?” 

“Yes.” 

‘Tm glad. Because, you see, I was just working on the 
same problem. Letting you down without a thump.” 

“Letting me down . , .” 

“Now don’t go getting upset about it. I know it’s going 
to hurt your ego, even though you’re glad it’s happening. 
So don’t be cross.” 

He took a deep breath, shook his head. “You're so 
right, Carol. I guess the idea of your giving me the air 
is a little painful.” 

“But don’t you see, Mark, it’s not like that at all. It’s 
a mutual thing, something both of us agree on.” Her 
lower lip crept out petulantly. “Don’t you think I could 
feel sorry for myself, too?” 

He could not help laughing because the gesture was 
so unlike her. “Okay, baby, you win. Now, tell me, who’s 
the lucky guy?” 

“I don’t think I’d better . . .” 

“Why not?” 

“Well, I really don’t have him, yet. What I mean is... 
well, we hardly even know each other. And I don’t really 
know if he cares.” 

“Tm sure he does. Any girl as pretty as you—” In the 
midst of the casually uttered banality, a sudden thought 
struck him. He burst into laughter. 

“What’s with you?” She looked at him as if he had 
gone berserk. 

“Oh, no, it can’t be.” 

“Can’t be what?” 

“The photographer—what’s his name? Ken King.” 

Her face grew angry. “And what’s so bad about him, 
may I ask?” 
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He sobered at her irate display. “Nothing, Carol. Noth- 
ing at all. Only the picture is just too perfect, that’s all.” 

“I’m not quite sure I understand you. Do you mean Ken 
and Helena? Your wife? I'm hoping that’s all over and 
done with.” 

“So am I, baby, so am I. Because—now hold on to 
your teeth—because Helena’s the girl I’ve been doing 
so much heavy thinking about.” 

She gasped. “Your wife?” 

“Sure. Anything wrong with that = 

“N-no .. .” Her blonde head was shaking in amazed 
disbelief. “You mean... you and she. . oo 

“Why not? We've certainly sown our wild oats. Years 
and years of them.” 

A long silence hung between them as they both lapsed 
into deep thought. It seemed as if the mutual revela- 
tions had been too much. After a time Carol broke the 
heavy quietness. 

“Mark.” 

“Mmmm?” 

“She’s getting a wonderful guy.” 

“Ken isn’t doing badly either, Carol. I think you’re tops. 
Always have.” 

“Thanks. Do you think I ought to go now? Back to 
my own room?” 

“Do you want to?” 

“No.” 

“I don’t want you to.” 

Wordlessly, she rose, shed the severe robe. Shrugged 
out of the black satin pajamas underneath. Stood before 
him, a slim white wraith whose feet were lost in a froth 
of shimmering darkness. 

He pulled her down and sought the abyss of her mouth. 
The alabaster coolness of her body was a pasture that wel- 
comed his grazing hands; each mound, each plain, each 
valley shuddered in ecstasy at his touch. 

Their mating was not a thing of frenzied haste, but 
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rather of deliberate artistry. Every caress was offered and 
accepted with thoughtful intent. 
At last their bodies nested together in complete accord. 


TRIXIE 
iia —— 


SHE sat down, kicked her shoes off and bent over to peel 
a film of sheer nylon from each well-shaped leg. She ad- 
mired their slim symmetry, 

“Why so pensive, Trix? You look as if you’d just swal- 
lowed your last wad of chewing gum.” Benton Reeves was 
standing in front of the mirror, loosening his necktie, 

“Just wondering, Ben, just wondering,” 

“Something special?” 

“No, I guess not. Unhook me, will you?” 

“Sure.” His practiced fingers performed their agile task, 
manipulating the various feminine accouterments with 
nimble precision. “Bet I can guess.” 

“Go ahead.” 

“Mae Marlowe?” 

She caught her breath, smiled weakly. “You don’t miss 
much, do you, Ben?” 

“Not much. Find it interesting?” 

“Yeah. Too darn interesting.” 

“Oh? What happened? Or maybe you’d rather not tell 
me about it.” There was a faintly detectable note of irony 
in his voice. 

“That’s just it. Nothing did happen. She made a little 
play for me, and before I knew it I was hooked. She’s sure 
a smooth operator.” 

He nodded. “Most of them are. How did it wind up?” 

“Hah!” The platinum blonde head tossed in a scorn- 
ful laugh. “Wind up? It never even got started, Just when 
she got me going, she quit. Just like that.” 
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“Pretty smart of her. She’s still got you worked up.” 

“Yeah, I guess so.” She slipped her feet into spike- 
heeled mules, stretched her nude body indolently. “Ben.” 

“Rh?” 

“Do you mind?” 

“About Mae? No, I don’t think so. But I do mind the 
fact that you weren’t going to tell me about it.” 

“Ben, that’s not fair. I told you, didn’t I?” 

“Sure, after I pried it out of you. Don’t try to kid your 
old daddy, baby, he’s been around too long. You were 
going to keep it a secre * 

She sat on the edge of the bed, naked but for the slippers 
and watched him go through his undressing process. His 
slow, methodical movements were a comfort to her; she 
had seen them so many times before. There was security, 
peace there... 

And as usual, in his wise and knowing way, he had 
been right. No, she would not have told him about Mae; 
how could she have? Would he have been able to sym- 
pathize, to feel what she was going through? Could any 
man? 

For that matter, it would have been too tough a thing 
to describe even if she had wanted to. The touch of a 
hand in her hair, a woman’s hand. The feel of a woman’s 
mouth like a perfumed rose... 

Still, it would be better to come clean with Ben. He was 
too nice a guy to cheat on. And too smart, too. 

“Ben.” 

“Yes?” 

“Ss . I guess you're right. I was going to keep the 
whole thing a secret.” 

He turned, stared at her. “It’s about time you started 
telling the truth, Trix. You know that’s the one thing 
that gets me mad.” 

“J-[’m sorry.” 
His eyes were lit with a glow of anger. “It’s a good 
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thing you are.” He advanced toward her, menace in every 
tensed muscle. 

“Ben, what are you going to do?” She shrank away from 
him in fear, 

“Something I should have done a long time ago, baby. 
I’m going to teach you a lesson.” 

“Ben, no!” 

“Yes, Trixie. This is what happens to every baby who 
doesn’t obey her daddy.” 

She grasped his meaning, gasped. “But you can’t, you 
can’t. Besides you said you didn’t mind.” 

“And I still don’t. Play around with your girl friend all 
you want to. But don’t try to keep any secrets from me, 
Understand?” 

She bowed her head in shameful silence. He was right, 
it was not up to her to question it. And he meant too much 
to her for her to fight back. Still there was a small voice 
inside her that urged another course, a tiny spark of fear 
that told her to get up, to leave. 

Leave? No, she could not leave Ben. She would just 
have to take her punishment. After all, she had it coming, 

“What are you going to do, daddy?” 

“This, baby.” 

“Oh, no!” She wailed in anguish as he sat beside her 
and twisted her face down upon his knee. “Not that. Oh, 
I'm so ashamed. Don’t hit me.” 

She whimpered as his broad flat palm found the tender 
curve of her anatomy. Moaned as it struck again and 
again, setting the sensitive skin on fire. 

“This’ll teach you,” he muttered through his teeth. 

“Yes, daddy. Oh, I’m sorry I did wrong.” Through 
her tears of woe she began to recognize a trace of some- 
thing more. Of something not easy to understand. Not 
easy at all. 

She deserved the spanking and she was getting it. Oh, 
how she was getting it! But the other thing, the funny 
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feeling, how could that be? He was hurting her and yet it 
made her love him all the more. 

Thoughts of Mae had long since gone. No longer did 
the memory of the green eyes and the hot red lips trouble 
her mind. Even the very reason for the chastisement had 
slipped away, leaving only the pain itself. The huge hand 
flailed away in inexorable rhythm upon the quivering flesh. 

“Had enough? Will you be a good girl now?” 

“Yes, daddy, oh, yes.” 

“Sure?” 

“Yes.” The tears had dried; only the trembling of her 
form remained. That and the odd sensation of gratefulness. 
She had done wrong and he had been kind to her. Now she 
wanted to thank him for it. 

She twisted around and glued her lips to his. Then she 
pulled away for a moment. “Oh, daddy, you're swell to 
me.” l 

He slipped backward on the bed and let her sprawling 
softness cover him. “Did I hurt you, baby?” 

“Yes, daddy.” 

“Where?” 

“Here, daddy.” 

“Here?” e 

“Mmmm ... oooh, that’s so nice. That will make it all 
better again, daddy .. .” 


HELGA 





SHE snapped the kitchen light on and blinked at its bright- 
ness. She pulled the handle of the refrigerator door and 
plunged with both hands into the array of food within. 
“Hey, what goes on here?” 
Helga jumped at the voice, and came close to dropping 
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a milk bottle. She caught herself, set the armload of vic- 
tuals on the table and turned toward the speaker. 

Mae Marlowe was posed languidly in the doorway, a 
whiskey bottle in one hand, a glass in the other. The scar- 
let gash of her mouth was curved in a lazy smile. 

“Oh, Miss Marlowe. I’m sorry, I didn’t know anyone 
was awake. You scared me for a minute.” 

The red lips twisted into a leer. “I'll bet I still do, baby. 
But tell me, what’s with all the chow? Don’t you have to 
watch that healthy figure of yours?” 

“I couldn’t sleep, so I thought maybe if I ate something 
. . .” Her voice trailed off uncertainly. “Besides, I guess 
I am pretty healthy. Anyway, I eat all I want and never 
seem to get too fat.” 

“Lucky child.” 

Helga arranged a double decker sandwich and bit into 
it with white teeth. Then she washed it down with swallows 
of milk. “Want a sandwich? I’ll make one for you.” 

“No, thanks. I'll stick to this. It’s simpler,” answered 
Mae, raising her glass and nodding toward it in approving 
deference. “I suppose I’m what the books and moving pic- 
tures are all fussing about, an alcoholic. You see, I 
couldn’t sleep either, but I knew better than to try. So 
I’ve been consoling myself with a little barley juice im- 
ported from Scotland and twelve years old. Say, that’s al- 
most as old as you are.” 

“Oh, Miss Marlowe, that’s silly. I’m lots older than 
that.” 

“Oh, sure. Lots.” The sinuous body slid gracefully down 
on one of the kitchen chairs. “And can that Miss Marlowe 
stuff, will you? You can call me Mae and I doubt if any- 
body will think we’re having an affair. Especially after that 
nasty little speech you made at dinner. You know 
what I mean, don’t you? I’m sure numerous people have 
taken it upon themselves to wise you up by this time.” 

“I know. I’ve been meaning to apologize.” 
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“What for? Frankly, I don’t give a hang whether you 
like the idea or not.” 

“You’re angry with me.” 

“Okay, maybe I am.” 

“I’m sorry. I just didn’t understand.” 

“And do you now?” 

“No-no, I guess I still don’t. Not exactly, anyway.” She 
hesitated, struggling for words. “That woman —what did 
she want to do to me?” 

“Why didn’t you let her go ahead? You’d have found 
out then.” 

“J . . .” she shook her head. “I didn’t like her. She 
wasn’t very nice at all. Besides, that place—the ladies’ 
room...” 

Mae’s anger seemed to slacken. She shrugged her shoul- 
ders, took another drink. “Well, maybe you’re right, baby. 
I'll admit that the idea of a rest room romance doesn’t 
exactly appeal to me, either.” 

“I wish I hadn’t been so stupid, though. At dinner, I 
mean. Will you forgive me?” 

“Sure, baby. Forget it.” 

Helga continued munching her sandwich, poured an- 
other glass of milk and drank it slowly, deep in thought. 

“Mae.” 3 

“Yeah?” 

“What did she want to do?” 

“Who? Oh, the dame in the john. Look, kiddo, if you 
think I’m the one who’s going to explain the facts of life 
to you, you’ve got another think coming. Get somebody 
else.” 

“I did. It didn’t work.” 

“Huh? Who?” 

“Mr. Reeves, Benton.” 

“Well, I’ll be—” Mae sputtered in her drink, looked 
up in amazement. “And what did he say?” 

“Nothing. He just... well...” 
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“Just well—what?” 

“He put his hands on me. Here.” 

“Why, that no good crumb. Then what happened?” She 
lost all interest in the alcohol and waited angrily for an 
answer, 

“Nothing. I ran away.” 

Mae’s laughter filled the bright kitchen. “Good for you. 
And would I like to have seen Benton’s face.” 

“Tt wasn’t so funny then. I guess I got pretty scared.” 

“Of course, baby. I don’t blame you.” 

“Why do you call me baby all the time? I’m not a baby.” 

“No, baby, I suppose you’re not. Not as big as you are, 
anyway. But it doesn’t mean exactly that; it’s more like a 
term of endearment.” 

“Oh * 

“Don’t go getting any ideas, now.” 

“Mae...” 

“I know what you’re going to ask and I’m not going 
to tell you.” 

“But what would she have done?” 

“Do you really want to know?” 

“Ves,” 

“Well, for one thing, this.” 

The kiss was soft and sweet, undemanding. And yet, 
despite the calmness of the gesture, Helga could not help 
feeling a tremor of excitement run through her. It was not 
like with the woman in the hotel, not at all. Mae was pretty, 
and kind and gentle. And awfully smart. Besides, Helena 
had said it was all right to do things like this. 

The tip of a warm tongue glided between her lips and 
entered her mouth. She gasped as its activity increased, 
and she felt a shameful flush of response. She sighed as the 
open mouth left her. 

“Is that what she wanted?” 

“Yes.” Strange how Mae’s breathing seemed to be as 
labored as her own. 
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“Ts that all?” 

“No.” 

“Show me.” 

The green eyes stared into hers. “No, baby. Someday, 
maybe, when you’re not so young and innocent. But not 
now.” 

“Please, Mae.” 

“No, Helga. I want you to finish your milk and march 
right upstairs to bed.” 

“I’m not a baby. Don’t treat me like one.” 

The green eyes traveled up and down her body. “No, 
Helga, you’re not. Now get upstairs before I take advan- 
tage of the fact. Scat!” 

Halfway out the door she stopped. “Aren’t you coming 
to bed, Mae?” 

“Me? No, I don’t sleep much. I'll just sit with my little 
eighty-six proof companion and dream dreams.” 

“Oh. Well, good night, then.” 

“Yeah, g’night. . .” 

Sleep was a long time in coming for Helga. Perhaps it 
was the food. No, that could not be; she had often eaten 
like that at home and then had dropped right off. It was 
probably just the strangeness of the place, of the people. 

Yes, that was it. Benton . . . Mr. Reeves, the way he 
had touched her with his hands. She hated to admit it, 
even to herself, but it had got her excited. And Mae’s 
mouth, her tongue, that was enough to keep anybody 
awake. 

Only why had the woman stopped, just when Helga was 
beginning to understand it, to enjoy it? 

She nestled her head into the softness of the comforting 
pillow and smiled a little in the darkness. Well, one thing 
was certain, anyway, she was not as innocent as she had 
been. She had learned a few things, all right. From Helena, 
from Mr. Reeves, from Mae. 
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Only it sure would have been swell if there had been 
somebody else, too. Somebody pretty special, even though 
she did not even know his name. 

The tall man, the nice one on the airplane. It would sure 
be fun learning a few things from him... 





SATURDAY 





HELENA 





“SORRY, good people, I refuse to be the worrying host- 
ess. No entertainment is planned for you at all, so you’d 
better amuse yourselves.” 

Most of the breakfasters vented small murmurs of ap- 
proval, not lifting their noses away from the food. They 
had been at it for some fifteen minutes and by this time 
numerous cups of coffee had been consumed and a suf- 
ficiency of eggs and bacon. 

Helena surveyed them a little coldly. It was always 
thus, the witty, brilliant guests of the night before always 
managed to appear seedy in the morning. Still, it was 
unfair to make any judgments. They would probably 
warm up by the time the afternoon drinking got started. 

And from the looks of one of them, it already had. The 
usually well-dressed Mae looked as x she had slept in 
her clothes. 

“Did you sleep well, Mae?” 

“Sleep, Helena? What’s that? No, I stayed up and 
got stinking drunk. Good thing, too. I think I worked 
out a pretty fair idea for a book. Besides, I got a long 
distance phone call.” 

“I thought I heard the phone ring last night. But it 
sounded only once so I didn’t get up.” 
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“It rang. At four in the morning.” 

“Anything important?” 

“Frankly, no. Just Jackie, checking up on her girl 
friend. I sure told her off. Imagine, calling from Chicago 
at that hour. I was just drunk enough to tell her a thing 
or two.” 

“Mae, no.” 
| “Yes, I did. She thinks she owns me and I don’t like 

it Besides, I’m getting tired of her. She’s more like a 
football player than a female.” 

“Why, I thought—” 

“You thought wrong. There’s been some changes made 
with little Mae. From now on I’m tangling with no lady- 
wrestlers. In fact, if it’s necessary [ll play that part 

| myself.” 

“Mae, you’re kidding.” 

| “You think so? Just wait and see. Anyway, it’s noth- 

| ing to look so startled about. Happens all the time. 
Greenwich Village is full of them. Girls who get sick of 
being the fragile type and switch over. Good for the ego, 
too, playing the dashing cavalier instead of the shy 
young maiden.” 

“I didn’t know...” 

“Ought to try a little research sometime.” 

“No, thanks. You know me better than that, Mae.” 
Helena shook her head, a smile upon her lips. 

“Yeah, I guess I do. You know, Helena, there’s one 
big trouble with that switching deal, though.” 

“Ves?” 

“Too many have done it. Sets the maidenly type at a 
premium. And the competition is pretty keen.” 

“Why do it, then?” 

Mae shrugged her shoulders. “Why do I like women 
at all? It’s just that old impulse, that’s all. No sense in 
trying to explain it. Oh, well, c’est la vie...” 

She walked off, Helena’s gaze following her movements 
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as she made unerringly for the brandy bottle and laced 
her coffee generously with the amber fluid. 

“Daydreaming?” | 

Helena turned. “Ken, you startled me for a moment. 
No, just watching the progress of American literature.” 

“Progress?” 

“Well, retrogression.” 

“That’s more like it. Never saw a female who could 
stash it away like that. One thing you've got to say for 
her, though. She holds it mighty well.” 

“That she does. By the way, Ken, have you contacted 
your friend lately?” 

“Friend?” He wrinkled his brows. “Oh, Pierre, you 
mean. Look, Helena, are you sure you want me to try? 
He doesn’t go in much for this sort of thing.” 

“I thought we had that all thrashed out. Yes, I do 
want you to try to get him here. Otherwise this may turn 
out to be a very dull weekend for everybody and I can’t 
have that happen.” 

“Dull?” 

She caught his meaningful glance and could not help 
smiling at his roguish chuckle. “Well, not exactly. But 
after all, that was last night and this is a new day.” 

He sobered. “It is a new day. For both of us.” 

“I see what you mean.” She looked around, spotted 
Carol on the other side of the room “She’s very lovely, 
Ken. I know she'll be just right for you.” 

“That’s what I have to convince her of.” 

“Good luck.” 

“Thanks. Incidentally, how is your new affair of the 
heart coming along? Although I don’t imagine you care 
to have it referred to as new.” 

“On the contrary, it is new. The whole idea makes me 
feel like a schoolgirl again.” 

“Good luck to you.” 

“Thank you. But let’s not get sidetracked. Are you 
going to call Pierre Brennet?” 
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“Oh, all right, PIL do it.” He grinned wryly. “Always 
the perfect hostess, aren’t you? Here we both are on 
the brink of big doings and you’re worried about enter- 
taining your guests.” 

“Haven’t you heard? This is the noble town of Scar- 
chester. We hostesses are always in competition here. 
Just like in a horse race.” 

“Okay, okay, I'll call him. Then you can place first 
in the hostess sweepstakes. Put a bet down for me, will 
you? Two bucks on the nose.” 

“On this nose?” 

“Sure. Mighty nice nose as noses go.” 

“Get along with you. Remember, you've fallen in love 
with another nose.” 

“That I have. Okay, off to the wars. I’ll go call him 
now.” 

She watched him stride off, an expression of mingled 
hope and amusement on her face. It was true, there were 
more important things afoot than being a good hostess. 
Of course, it would be nice if the phone call succeeded 
and Pierre Brennet did come. But it was no longer of 
such consequence. There was something else on her mind. 

Mark was standing by the window, staring out into 
the grassy slopes. She approached, put a hand upon his 
shoulder in a gentle caress. 

“Mark.” 

“Helena!” Her pulse skipped a beat to see the light 
which came into his eyes. 

“Why so moody?” 

“Not moody, darling. Just excited. Wondering when 
and how I’m going to get you off in a corner, alone.” 

“Stop wondering, dear.” She slid her arm under his. 
“The time is now. Just name the corner. Or better still, 
don’t tell me, just take me there.” 

“Fine. But how about them?” His gesture swept the 
entire room. 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess maybe they’re 
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all that matters is us—-Mr. and Mrs. Mark Lassiter.” 

“I feel the same way. Come on, let’s disappear before 
they even notice us.” 

“Don’t fool yourself, Mark. There isn’t a one of them 
who isn’t aware of every move we make. They'll notice 
us all right, but I don’t care.” 

“Neither do I. Let’s go.” 

She tightened her grip on his arm and turned to flash 
a big smile at the still breakfasting chatterers. “See you 
all later, darlings. My husband and I have some knitting 
to unravel. Find something to do to amuse yourselves. 
The place is yours.” 

Heads erect, faces flaming, they made their exit, both 
well aware of the sportive glints in the glances following 
them out. The sudden burst of silence that had at- 
tended Helena’s attempted casual farewell left no doubt 
as to how seriously the weekenders were viewing this 
odd little spree of their host and hostess. | 

“Whew!” Mark breathed a sigh of relief. “For a min- | 
ute I thought somebody would make a crack. I don’t 
think I could have stood it.” 

“They wouldn’t have dared. Besides, I'll bet they're 
all envying us.” 

“Possibly. Want to walk a bit?” 

“Love to.” 

The crisp noonday air was a refreshing contrast to the 
alcoholic atmosphere of the night before. Arm in arm, 
they walked across the grounds, seemingly aimless in 
direction. 

A hot flush surged through Helena when she realized 
that the aimlessness was sham, that both well knew 
where they were bound for. After a long moment, she 
spoke in a shy voice, looking up from beneath lowered 
lashes. 


“Are we headed where I think we’re headed?” 
“We are.” 
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“You’re sweet to remember.” 

“Helena, how could I forget?” A little chuckle sup- 
plemented the thought. “I guess maybe I’m a little sen- 
timental, but to me the place seems mighty appropriate.” 

“Mark.” 

“Mmmm ” 

“It was night then. It’s broad daylight now.” 

“I don’t care.” 

“Neither do I.” She caught her breath as they climbed 
the crest of the knoll and looked down into the small 
glen. Half hidden by overhanging trees was a tiny latticed 
summerhouse. The summerhouse . . 

“It’s as wonderful as ever, Helena.” 

“So are we, darling.” 

His eyes were hot upon hers, his arms were bands of 
steel as he picked her up and deposited her shaking 
body upon the slatted bench within. 

As if surrendering to the emotional impact that trans- 
ported them, he dropped to his knees before her and 
buried his head in her lap. 

“Helena.” 

“Darling, darling.” 

“I’ve been such a fool.” 

“We both have, Mark. Don’t talk about it.” Her fin- 
gers found his hair, played with it as she succumbed to 
the unbearable sweetness of the moment. 

And then, after a while, the sweetness became keen 
desire. Her head lolled, found a resting place on the 
wooden post behind it. Her eyelids fluttered, closed. 

“It’s broad daylight, Mark,” 

“I don’t care.” 

Neither did she and she had already said it. Besides, 
this lover of hers, this husband, would have disregarded 
any protest. 

The heat of his lips on her quivering self, how long 
had it been since she had gloried in it? Too long, much 
too long. 
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The place was the same, she and her husband were 
the same. And marvel of marvels, the caress which had 
been so daring so many years ago—that was the same. 

Was it? 7 

Had she ever experienced this before? This melting 
sensation that left her limbs enervated one moment and 
drew them into spasmodic writhing the next? Had there 
ever been such head-spinning ecstasy, such gasping, sob- 
bing for the very breath to overcome the agonizing paral- 
ysis which clutched at her heart? 

A wave of dizziness swept over her, followed by 
gentle relaxation. The painted fingernails loosened their 
grip on his bowed head; the tensely twitching tremors 
lost their tautness. She sighed, smiled... 

If anything had changed it was for the better. Most 
certainly for the better... 





TRIXIE 
“BEN «26 
“Huh?” 


“Did you mean what you said last night?” 

“I always mean what I say, Trix. But I said a heck of 
a lot of things, if I remember rightly. Which one’s both- 
ering you, baby?” 

She glanced around nervously, hoping that no one 
was eavesdropping on their conversation. The gesture 
was unnecessary; Mae, Carol, and Helga were all gath- 
ered around Ken, obviously intent on what he was saying, 

She turned her attention back to Benton, shifted in her 
seat uncomfortably. “Ouch,” she muttered. 

“S’matter?” l 
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“Got a few sore spots.” She dropped a hand to rub 
a tender anatomical curve, made a rueful face. 

He chuckled. “Good thing. Ought to help you remem- 
ber to be a good girl for a while. And if it doesn’t, there’s 
more where it came from.” 

“No, thanks, daddy, I'll be good.” 

“Fine. Now what’s on that scheming little mind of 
yours?” 

“Well, I don’t know if I ought to even mention it. 
Not after last night.” | 

“Come on, baby. Give.” 

“Well, all right. But promise you won't be mad.” 

He shook his head “No promises, But if you don’t 
tell me what the devil you’re talking about, I will be.” 
He raised his hand and flexed it in a half-mocking motion 
of menace. 

“Okay, okay, I'll tell you.” She hesitated, eyed the 
hand respectfully. “It’s about—her. You know who I 
mean. Mae Marlowe.” 

“Oh, that one. I thought we had that all settled and 
done with.” 

“I know. But, well, something you said last night— 
I couldn’t help thinking about it.” 

“Oh, I get it. You mean about my not minding.” 

“That’s it. Do you still feel the same way?” 

He shrugged his broad shoulders, “Why not? Like I 
said, though, no secrets.” 

“No secrets, daddy.” 

“Still got the hots for her, eh?” He nodded in the 
general direction of Mae who was standing with the 
gossiping group. 

“Well, sort of.” She flushed, sensing the amusement 
in his all-knowing gaze. “But I won't do it if you say 
so. If you’d rather I didn’t.” 

“Look, Trix, let’s get it straight. Go on and have a 
good time if you want to. In fact I think you should do 
something about it. I don’t want to sound like an old 
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homespun philosopher, but if the urge is there go to it. 
Just so long as you don’t go behind my back to try to get 
away with something. After all, you’re my baby and I’m 
paying the bills so I think I rate that much.” 

“Gosh, daddy, you’re swell. And I'll tell you all about 
it. Everything.” 

“That should make an interesting story, to say the very 
least.” His deep eyes twinkled merrily. “You know, baby, 
you might begin to go for her more than you do for 
me. Things like that have happened before.” l 

She shook her head emphatically. “I could never do 
that, Ben. Never.” 

“I’m glad. We’ve had lots of kicks together.” 

She patted her bottom again. “We sure have.” 

He smiled, glanced toward the others and raised his 
voice. “Hey, what gives over there? Ken telling dirty 
jokes?” 

“No jokes, Ben. Just big news.” Carol’s soft tones 
were charged with excitement. : 

“Oh? What’s the scoop?” 

“It’s not so much.” Ken approached and dropped into 
the vacant chair beside them. “Helena made me promise 
to call a friend of mine and invite him out. I just did 
and he surprised me by saying yes.” 

“If Helena wanted him, he must be a big fish. Anybody 
I kno * 

“I doubt it, Ben. He’s just in from Hollywood. Doesn't 
spend much time in New York.” 

“It’s Pierre Brennet,” Carol said, evidently bursting 
with the weight of the pronouncement. 

Benton pursed his lips in a long low whistle. “Say, he 
is a big fish. I didn’t know you knew him, Ken.” 

“To tell the truth I’m a little embarrassed about the 
whole thing. We did some undercover cloak-and-dagger 
stuff together during the war. I spent a lot of time in 
France and he was one of the big wheels in the under- 
ground there. Now and then we get together just for a 
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drink or two, But of course, since he came to this 
country and got famous, PI admit I feel a bit stupid 
about it. You know, he’s really just a nice guy, even 
though Hollywood thinks he’s just about the greatest 
director alive.” 

“That they do, all right.” Benton spoke with marked 
respect. “He keeps knocking off those awards left and 
right. And you say he’s coming here?” 

“Tomorrow. Sometime in the afternoon.” 

“There’s your chance, Trix. Want to get into the 
movies?” 

“No, thanks. What’ll I play, character parts? My acting 
days are over.” She smiled a little, a quizzical look on 
her smooth features. “Tell you what I would like though.” 

“What’s that, baby?” 

“While I’ve still got the last remnants of my fading 
youth, I'd like to get some pictures taken.” 

Benton snorted. “And you want Pierre Brennet—?” 

“No, silly. I want Ken to take them, Helena said he 
was terrific, and that’s the kind of photographer I need, 
Somebody who can make me look ten years younger.” 

Ken laughed. “Can’t guarantee it, Trixie. Not that I 
think you need it. But I would like to take some shots 
of you, if you’re willing. I'll bet that platinum head of 
hair will be a knockout in color.” 

“Anytime you say. Do I have to make an appoint- 
ment?” 

“For you, no appointment. Want to run over to the 
studio right now? Lets all go over; PIL show you my 
charming little sweatshop. What do you say?” 

“Swell,” Trixie said. “How about it, Ben? Want to 
go?” . 

“Why not? Ladies, how would you all like to see life 
in the raw in the village of Scarchester?” 

Carol took Ken’s arm, nodded, “I’m ready,” 

“Not for me, thank you.” Helga smiled her refusal. 


> — — — — 
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“I must go and write a letter to my mother. I really 
ought to tell her about our weekend party.” 

“All about it?” The acidity in Mae’s voice was com- 
pletely unmistakable. 

“Well, almost all.” Helga’s thoughtful hesitancy drew 
a quiet chuckle from Benton. “I guess maybe it would 
be better if there were some things she didn’t know. So 
I have to go and figure out how to keep from telling her 
the truth without lying.” 

“A trick like that ought to be worth seeing.” Benton 
rose from his chair. “Okay, gang, let’s get Trixie’s picture 
taken. You coming along, Mae?” 

“Well, I...” Her green eyes followed Helga’s re- 
treating figure, shifted to Trixie. “If you think I ought to.” 

Trixie spoke very softly. “I think you should.” 

Mae looked at Benton and seemed a little puzzled to 
find only friendliness in his expression. “All right, TPH 
come, One more quickie and I'll be right with you.” She 
tilted the bottle, poured and swallowed a generous three 
fingers of its contents. “Deal me in.” 

During the short trip into town in Ben’s car, Trixie 
was strangely conscious of a small existing tension. De- 
spite her contriving she had wound up sitting in the 
front while Mae parked with Ken and Carol on the back 
. seat. Still and all, there was really nothing to get upset 
about because the redhead probably just did not realize 
that Ben had given their affair his blessing. 

Ken’s workmanlike manner in the studio was extremely 
impressive. He set up his equipment with dispatch and 
went right to work on the portraits. Until at last he 
nodded and took a deep breath of finality. 

“That wraps it up, Trixie, TIL try to get them devel- 
oped and printed in a few days.” 

“Ts that all you’re going to take? I’m just beginning 
to enjoy it.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Okay, I'll take a few 
more. Any special pose you’re looking for?” 


C O ————————— — — 
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Trixie hesitated. “Well. . ” 

“Tell the man, Trix,” Benton broke in. “Y ou see, 
Ken, Trixie has a bit of an exhibitionist complex. She 
gets a big charge out of being photographed in the nude.” 

“Oh, Ben, there you go...” 

“It’s true, isn’t it, baby?” 

“Well, yes, I guess so.” 

Mae’s bright laughter glittered. “Now I’ve heard every- 
thing, but everything. What do you say, Ken, are you 
going to take some Lady Godiva shots?” 

“Why not? It'll be a welcome change from all the 
howling kids I’ve been doing all week.” He dug among 
a stack of materials for backdrops and came up with a 
black velvet drape. “Here, Trixie, take this. I think it’ll go 
well with your hair. You can change in there.” He pointed 
to a closed door. 

Alone in the closet-like dressing room, she felt a warmth 
rising within her. What Benton had said was true, al- 
though she could have gladly killed him on the spot for 
having been so blunt about it. Nevertheless, she might 
as well face it, As long ago as her chorus days she had 
always felt a thrill when she had faced an audience half- 
undressed. And in the few burlesque type floor shows 
she had worked, she had had an orgiastic sensation in the 
blackout spots. For then, even though it had been for 
only a split second, she had appeared stark naked. 

But this would be different. It would not be a matter 
of seconds but of long minutes. And all those eyes would 
be upon her: Benton’s, Ken’s and Carol’s—and Mae’s 
green ones, which had wickedness lurking in their depths. 
She shivered at the thought. 

They were strangely silent in the studio as she stepped 
out of the dressing room clad in the velvet drape. So silent 
that she could hear the hammering throb of her own 
pulse. 

The hot light glared upon the whiteness of her flesh 
as she tossed the material away defiantly. 
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“Marvelous!” Ken breathed. “Hold that pose.” 

Again and again she shifted position, each time aware 
of the admiration with which they beheld her. For al- 
though the bloom of youth had faded, hers was still a 
good body and she took pride in it. The firm breasts, the 
slender, smooth-thighed limbs, the silky calves that ta- 
pered to slim ankles—she would match them against 
those of any woman her age, or any age, for that matter. 

The only noise in the room was the click of the 
camera shutter, the softly whispered directions of the 
photographer. And the labored breathing, her own but 

- not entirely her own... 
° “Enough?” It was Ken, pleading for a respite from the 
tense excitement of his task. 

She shook her head. “One more . . .” She dropped to 
her knees and threw the sheaf of platinum hair back, 
stretching the graceful line of her throat. She raised her 
arms into the air, worshipping, idolizing, praying to some 
heathen god. 

The lifted arms and the taut pectoral muscles threw her 
solid breasts into sharp relief, jutting them upward as 
a humble offering to the lustful deity to whom she knelt. 
The arc of the supple torso was that of a sensual suppliant 
in some voluptuous pagan ritual. 

“Magnificent!” 

This time the voice was not that of the photographer. 
It was female, husky, alive with a quality of suppressed 
emotion. Steeped in unhallowed desire .. . 

With the sharp sound which signified that the picture 
had been snapped, the nude form collapsed and lay upon 
the thickly matted floor, utterly spent. No one moved, 
no one dared proffer assistance. 

After a moment the length of an eternity, she quivered, 
lifted her head. She reached for the black velvet and 
threw it over her gleaming whiteness. Then she strode 
barefoot to the little room, erect, triumphant, her nostrils 
flaring with the power of the spell she had cast. 


; 


100 HELENA’S HOUSE 


The sibilant sigh of stified breath escaping marked 
her regal exit. She recognized it, reveled in it as the door 
swung smoothly shut behind her. The adoration in its 
utterance was that of female for female. Trixie did not 
doubt from whom it had come. So much pent-up passion 
could seethe in only one woman, one person. 

Mae! 


CAROL 
a eile 


THE mood of quietness lay heavily upon them as they 
drove away from the studio. The impression left by 
Trixie’s performance was not one which could be shaken 
off lightly. Trixie was the most silent of them all. 

Benton hunched over the wheel, an unlit cigar in his 
mouth. After a few minutes of driving, he glanced back 
over his shoulder. “I need a drink,” he muttered. “Any- 
body care to join me?” 

Without waiting for consent, he tooled the auto into 
the right lane, let it swerve into the next roadhouse 
parking lot. The tires crunched against the loosely packed 
gravel and came to a shuddering stop. 

The Kit Kat Inn was glad to see a little tourist business. 
The new highways and newer superhighways had funneled 
many a motorist away from its door, shooting them down 
the long stretches of concrete ribbon where joints like 
the Kit Kat were forbidden by law. 

The affable friendliness of the bartender, who was also 
Proprietor, cook, and handyman, soon relaxed the pall 
which had hung over them since leaving the studio. In 
a short while, with the aid of Strong drink, the tension 
slackened. 

Carol sat between Ken and Benton and sipped her beer 
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somewhat hesitantly. Alcohol this early in the day was 
not for her, and how well she knew it. For that matter, 
neither was the entire weekend, with its switching of 
couples: wives, husbands, lovers, mistresses. Even now 
Benton was complacently benign about the fact that his 
woman was about to be—or had already been—seduced 
by a lesbian. No, all in all, there was a nightmarish 
quality about the whole thing. It was unreal and most 
definitely not for her. 

Still, she was glad she had come. For one thing it had 


cleared the air a good deal; she and Mark understood ` 


each other now. There would be no hideaway, no apart- 
ment where she would be kept. Too, it had helped 
straighten out her own wavering mind—if this was the 
way the idle rich lived, she would have none of it. The 
very thought of the enormity of the step she had planned 
to take, had nearly taken, was a sickening thing. 

But all of that was no longer of any great importance. 
Not since she had met Ken King. Deep in her heart she 
knew she would be forever grateful for the Scarchester 
weekend for just that reason. 

His businesslike manner at the studio had been an 
impressive thing to watch; to her, even more so than the 
nude posing. Whatever else he might be, whatever else 


she thought about him, he loved his work. There had ` 
been an honesty about his approach to photography vel} 


that had warmed her. 


Even now he was being shy in answering Bente y 


Reeves’ probing questions concerning his camera tech- 
nique. | 

“Oh, I don’t know. I guess I rather enjoy having my 
own little place even though there’s not much money 
in it. I worked for a few of the big studios in the city 
for a while but got pretty tired of it. Too many bosses, 
each with a different idea on how to run things.” 

“I understand.” Benton shook his head sadly. “I went 
through the same thing for many years. Finally got wise 
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to myself and opened my own agency. That’s the trou- 
ble with a business like advertising, there’s no stock, no 
raw materials, nothing to show but brain power. And 
when two opposing brains lock head-on, brother, you've 
got something.” 

“My case, exactly. Advertising is really my field, 
photographic layout and that sort of thing. But when 
the account executive disagreed with the client—and then 
both blamed me—that was it. Now, my speed seems to 
be portraits of kids with runny noses.” 

“Interested in getting back to huckstering?” 

“Not with an agency,” Ken said emphatically. “I'll 
free-lance if I get the chance. But no more big wheel 
bosses, not for this little boy.” 

“Don’t blame you.” Benton caught the bartender’s eye, 
signaled for another round. 

Carol slid from her bar stool. “No more for me, thanks. 
If you executives will excuse me, I'll go and powder 
my nose. That is if our friend the innkeeper will chart 
a course for me. Which way, please?” 

“Left, then left again, miss.” The chubby barman 
nodded toward a rear door. 

Left, then left again, carried her directly past two men 
sitting at a round table in the back room. Both leered 
at her, their furtive eyes shifty. One licked his lips sug- 
gestively and gave a low wolf-whistle as she passed. 

She shuddered, speeded her footsteps away from them. 
She sighed in relief to be safely behind the locked door of 
the rest room, out of the range of their slimy vision. 

She took more time than necessary in the hope that 
they would be gone when she came out. She touched up 
her make-up here and there, although it seemed in no 
need of it. And finally she combed her soft golden hair, 
twice. 

It did not work. They were there, very much there and 
waiting for her, both looking like typical gangsters out 
of a grade B Hollywood thriller. 
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She tried to slip past their table as unobtrusively as 
possible but tripped over an outstretched leg. 

“In a hurry, sister?” The man’s alcoholic breath was 
hot upon her. His paw caught her wrist, held it. 

“Please, let me go.” 

The grip tightened. “Whats your rush, baby? My 
friend and I need a little company. Right, Manny?” 

Manny agreed with a silent sneer; his partner con- 
tinued with the proposition. “We’d make it worth your 
while, too, baby. Show you a good time, see. And 
maybe slip you a double sawbuck on the side. How’s 
that?” 

“No!” Her eyes widened in horror at the crudity of 
their approach. She strained to pull her arm away. 

The weasel orbs burned into her. Slowly he pulled 
her toward him until she was bent over the table. His 
other hand reached up to grasp the back of her neck. 

She sobbed. Screamed, “Ken. . . Ken!” 

Ken burst through the door at her cry, leaped for the 
two characters. They sprang up to meet him, mouthing 
fierce oaths. 

A solid left disposed of Manny; he hit the floor like 
a punch-drunk pug. The other was tougher, dodging Ken’s 
first swing neatly, blocking the next. 

Ken closed in, put a vice-like headlock on him. Brought 
his knee up. savagely, exactly where it would do the 
most good. The toughie groaned, keeled over. 

“Ken... oh, Ken.. .” She was in his arms, sobbing. 
Thay: n a 

“Hush, honey. Don’t cry.” He laid her head against his 
panting chest. “They can’t hurt you now.” 

“I'll say they can’t.” Benton moved from his position 
in the doorway and nudged one of them with his shoe. 
“Sorry I wasn’t any help, Ken. Just couldn’t move as 
fast as you did. Although, from what I saw, you did 
mighty well without me.” 

“I... I guess I caught them by surprise. Used to 
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do a bit of college boxing—came in handy, didn’t it?” 

“Tl say.” Benton chuckled. “But I'll bet a dollar to 
a doughnut you didn’t learn that last little stunt, boxing 
in college. Not any college I ever heard of, anyway.” 

“No, not that one. Picked it up overseas, playing 
around with a bunch of boys a lot rougher than these 
two.” 

“Sure worked. You know, that boy’s going to hate 
your guts when he gets up.” Benton nodded his head in 
glee. “And I’ve got a big hunch his girl friend, if he 
has one, is going to work up a dislike for you, too. He’s 
going to be out of commission for quite a while, in 
more ways than one.” 

“Twas a fine bit of work, sir . . .” The beaming 
tavern keeper spoke from behind Benton’s shoulder. “I’ve 
already called the radio police car, Scarchester’s one and 
only. They'll be here any minute now to pick up the 
back room boys.” | 

“Do you want us to wait?” Ken asked. 

“There'll be no need of that, sir. I’m sure they'll stay 
put for a while. But I'd be honored if you’d all have a 
short one with me. Compliments of the house, of course.” 

Carol’s sobbing slowed down and stopped at last. The 
jolt of brandy Ken insisted she take was a warm ball of 
fire in the pit of her stomach. In the car, his arms still 
around her, she felt soothed, relaxed. 

She looked up at him, her eyes aglow. “Thanks, Ken.” 

“Thank you, Carol.” 

“I don’t understand. Why thank me?” 

His smile was tender. “When you needed help, you 
called for me, darling. Not for Benton or the bartender. 
Not for just anybody. Me.” 

She caught her breath. It was true. She had not shouted 
for help, she had shouted for Ken in that moment of 
terror at the height of her excitement. 

Benton spoke from the front seat. “By the way, Ken, 
Pve got a little deal that may interest you.” 


— — — — — — — — — — 
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“Deal?” 7 

“Sure, PII admit Pd like to have you hook up with 
my agency, but if you can’t see it that way, how about 
some free-lance work? Plenty of it, too. That is, if you 
can tear yourself away from the runny-nosed brats for 
a while.” 

“No more talk of runny-nosed brats, gentlemen. Who 
knows, we may even have some ourselves some day.” 

“That’s right,” Benton agreed. “This free-lance work 
I mentioned pays mighty well. Almost enough to support 
a wife on. And children .. .” 

Carol sighed contentedly, snuggled deeper into the en- 
circling arms and basked in the glow of sweet serenity 
as they held her close. 


HELGA 





HER pink tongue licked the flap of the envelope, then 
the stamp. Her long fingers folded the white paper, 
tucked it inside, sealed it shut. 

She got up and stretched to the fullest extent of her 
great height. There now, that was that. The letter to 
mama was finished and would be on its way soon. And 
what a relief it was to get it over with. 

Not that she usually minded writing to mama, oh 
dear, no. It had been fun writing from the hotel, telling 
her all about New York with its tall buildings and run- 
ning people. But now it was different. What could she 
say? How could she tell mama about Aunt Helena and 
her husband and all the strange guests who were here? 

Even if she did, mama would never believe it. She 
would understand about Mr. Reeves, of course, even in 
Minnesota old men tried to put their hands on young 
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girls’ legs. But that Miss Marlowe! Women who went 
around kissing other women just would not fit into mama’s 
scheme of things. 

Of course, it was not exactly that; after all, women 
did kiss other women in Minnesota, sisters and cousins 
and even just good friends. But those kisses were not the 
Same that Mae gave, 

Helga shivered a little at the memory, felt uncom- 
fortable at the odd thrill of delight coursing through her. 
No, mama would never understand. 

She glanced at the sealed envelope, tried to shake off 
the small sensation of guilt. Not that there was anything 
in it to be guilty about; after all, it was not as if she had 
actually lied to mama. But she had to admit it, much as 
she hated to: the letter was truthful but it did not tell 
the whole truth. 

Aunt Helena was fine, she had written, and Uncle 
Mark very nice. And they were both rich and had a fine 
big house. And all their guests were very interesting 
people, although there were none whom mama would think 
suitable for a son-in-law. Even so, she was having a 
wonderful time here and was learning a lot. Yes, travel 
was very broadening and mama had been absolutely 
right in suggesting that she make the long trip to New 
York. 

Helga blushed a little. If mama only knew. 

Envelope in hand, she left her room, headed down- 
stairs. The maid was busily engaged in the living room, 
waving a feather duster about. 

CRCHE y's 57 

“Yes, mademoiselle?” The barest hint of a foreign 
accent flavored the girl’s speech. 

“Would you mail this, please?” 

“But of course.” The servant took the letter, slipped it 
into the pocket of her smartly starched apron. Then she 
continued about her task, the lilt of her slim hips corre- 
sponding in rhythm to the swish of the duster, 
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Helga watched her for a moment, her eyes envious. 
The girl was so lovely, so fragile. So daintily precise in 
her every movement. Just the way Helga would have 
liked to have been—just the way she had been as a little 

| girl. Before she had grown and grown and grown. 
| The maid paused in her work. “Mademoiselle desires 
something else, perhaps?” 

“N-no . . . nothing, thank you.” What were those hot 
quizzical eyes trying to say? Was she . . . could she be—? 

No, impossible. The girl could never have been like 
Mae. She was just a maidservant, a very pretty one, too. 
But certainly perfectly normal. Still, it would be nice to 
know more about her, to really know. 

“Cecile.” 

“Mam’selle?” 

“Have you worked here long?” 

The girl stopped her dusting, stared in obvious per- 
plexity. “It is—yes, two years that I have been with the 
Lassiter household. And two very happy years for me, 
mam’selle. Your aunt and uncle, they are such nice people 
to work for. But why do you ask?” 

“Just wondering. Tell me, do you get much time off?” 
She was amazed at her own daring. A few days ago she 
would hardly have dreamed of talking to a stranger like 
this. 

With typical Gallic nonchalance, the maid shrugged 
her shoulders. “Enough. I am satisfied.” 

“What do you do on your days off? Do you go into 
New York? I hope you don’t mind my asking.” 

“No, I suppose not. I do not mind. But—” A light of 
understanding dawned on Cecile’s tiny features, changed 
her entire expression. “The big city is not for me, 
mam’selle, I like it here in Scarchester. Besides, my man, 
he is here. I spend all the time I can with him.” 

“You have a boy friend?” 

“A boy friend, no. A man, a real man. He works in 
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the village in a garage and he is all I want. Some day, 
perhaps, when we have more money, we will marry.” 

Oe T 

“Mademoiselle, Miss Swenson.” 

“Yes?” 

“You are fond of this, this Miss Marlowe? The red- 
haired one who writes the books?” | 

“Well, I—” Helga’s mouth dropped, hung open. 

“I know her kind.” The girl’s lips twisted contemp- 
tuously. “I do not like her. If mam’selle is wise, she will 
not become too friendly with this one.” 

“Cecile, please, I—” 

“Forgive me, please, mam’selle. I should not have 
spoken as I did. Still . . .” The accented speech trailed 
off; the small-boned form returned to its work. 

“Still, what . . . ? Please tell me, Cecile. I know I’m 
young and innocent and everybody laughs at me behind 
my back. But how will I ever learn if nobody tells me 
anything? What did you mean, what you said about Mae 
Marlowe?” | 

The outburst had its intended effect on the little maid. 
She nodded her head in sympathy and pursed her lips 
for a moment in deliberation. 

“All right, mam’selle,” she said at last. “I understand, 
believe me, I do. And I suppose it will do you no harm 
to find out.” 

“Tell me, Cecile.” 

“The green-eyed one, she has made love to you?” 

“No! Well, yes, a little bit.” + 

“You liked it?” 

“I-I don’t know. I’m not sure.” 

“You have had men make love to you? Boy friends, 
as you call them? Sweethearts?” 

“N-no . . . not very much.” 

“Do you sleep well, mam’selle?” 

“I... uh...” The sudden change in the line of 


HELENA’S HOUSE 109 


interrogation was disconcerting. “I don’t understand, 
Cecile. What do you mean?” 

“You are restless nights, yes? You toss about on your 
bed, you do not fall asleep?” 

“Well, lately, yes. Thats true.” 

A half-smile curved Cecile’s lips slightly, giving her 
an impish appearance. “Sometimes, perhaps, you have the 
desire to console yourself, eh?” 

“Cecile!” She could feel her face grow flushed, knew 
that it must be turning scarlet in shame. 

The maid’s manner softened. “Mam’selle, it is no great 
tragedy. It has occurred many times before to many, 
many young girls, And the world has not yet come to an 
end because of it.” 

Oee 

The inquisitor pursued her point. “These times when 
such a thing happens—you think, perhaps, of women? 
Of Miss Marlowe?” 

“No—never—” The repulsive horror of the idea left 
her well-nigh speechless. 

“Of men?” 

“Well, yes...” 

“Good. You understand now what I am saying?” 

“Y-yes . . . I guess so.” 

“You understand, all right,” the girl said gravely. “She 
is a bad one, that one. Even at me, Cecile, does she look 
with her wicked eyes. Stay away from her.” 

nt” 

‘Do not worry. You will meet him some day, the right 
one for you. A girl so big and beautiful as you are will 
have no difficulty. Meanwhile, it is no crime to think about 
him and hope. And to—how does one say it? Yes, to com- 
fort yourself a little bit.” The nimble fingers twirled the 
feather duster again, sent it scurrying madly in hot pursuit 
of its tiny enemies. 

“Cecile.” 

“Yes, mam’selle?” 
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“Thank you.” 

“Pas de quoi, mam’selle. You’re very welcome.” 

Helga trudged the stairway up to her room deep in 
thought. The maid had meant well, there was no doubt 
of that. There was an evil about Mae Marlowe. Still, the 
same feeling had been present in her encounter with Ben- 
ton Reeves. 

She threw herself on the bed and kicked her shoes off. 
Maybe a nap would do her good. . 

Strange, though, how Cecile had called her big and 
beautiful in a tone of envy. When she was so pretty her- 
self, the little maid, with her exquisite fragility. Was it 
possible that small women thought it a good thing to be 
big? Just as big ones wanted to be tiny? 

The idea was too complicated; she shrugged it away. 
She blushed a bit as she remembered another segment of 
the conversation. Although, now that she thought about 
it, maybe the girl was right with her bold frankness. Maybe 
young unmarried girls all did those things. 

Her body curled up to attain a greater degree of comfort, 
her eyelids drooped as the sweet sensation of lassitude stole 
over her. 

She gasped. Realized that a kind of a dream, a day- 
dream, had possessed her. It was not exactly a maidenly 
dream. It would have brought blushes even to the most 
experienced of girls, let alone the pristine Helga. 

She was pleased to note that no thoughts of green-eyed 
red-headed women intruded into her consciousness. Was 
less pleased at the awareness that there was something 
there that did not belong, something foreign to the even 
tenor of her mind. Something unattainable . . . 

The man in the airplane, the tall one—did he, would he 
ever think of her? Would she ever meet him, know him, let 
him be sweet to her? 

Perhaps not. But what was the harm in just thinking 
about it? In imagining it? 
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Right or wrong, she did not care; it no longer made any 
difference. The dream was too delicious .. . 
Her breathing became strained. 


MAE 


on ———— —— 


HER long slim fingers clacked away at the typewriter keys 
spewing forth hundreds of words. Through the medium 
of metal type and ink-saturated cloth ribbon, the words 
became sentences, the sentences paragraphs, all neatly 
spaced for the public to read and criticize. And of course it 
would be the public’s privilege to do so, for by the time 
that stage of the game would be reached, the manuscript 
would have gone through various metamorphoses at the 
hands of the compositor, the bookbinder, and most of all, 
the editor. And the public, having plunked down its three 
dollars or the equivalent thereof in the hard-earned coin 
of the realm, would thereupon proceed to take full ad- 
vantage of its privileges. 

Not that Mae Marlowe cared a hoot for all the public 
and its privileges. Just so long as they paid their money 
before they sounded off, her readers—for all she cared— 
could jump, individually and collectively, into any nearby 
lake. Her royalty checks, those pretty slips of mottled 
paper with the illegible signature at the bottom and the 
nice fat round numerals typed in, were all that mattered. 

The fingers sped away, directed by the keen brain that 
looked with such contempt upon the drivel it was spawn- 
ing and even more contemptuously upon the eventual re- 
cipients of this self-same drivel. 

A knock sounded on the door. It sounded again more 
imperatively when it was ignored. 

Mae muttered an oath under her breath, stopped her 
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typing. “I’m busy, go away,” she shouted. It never failed; 
all she had to do was pull out the old portable and some 
stupid interruption popped up. And this time it had taken 
her a long spell of concentration just to get in the mood 
for work. That business at the studio—Trixie’s breath- 
taking nudity—had been upsetting, to say the least. Then 
the bar stop on the way back and the big fight—the whole 
activity of the day had been entirely too much for her 
shattered nerves. 

And now this. 

The rapping started again. “Let me in, Mae. I want to 
talk to you. It’s Benton.” 

“Okay.” She shoved her chair back and got up to open 
the door. Benton, eh? Now what in pluperfect hell did 
he want of her? “Come on in.” 

He eased his solid frame through the doorway. “You're 
certainly not very gracious about it, baby.” 

“I was working. Didn’t you hear me? And don’t call 
“me baby.” 

“Okay, okay. Sure, I heard you. Only I just wanted 
to remind you that this is Saturday of a Scarchester week- 
end. And you’re not supposed to be working; you’re 
supposed to be enjoying yourself, mingling with the merry- 
makers.” 

His infectious grin calmed her. “All right, I suppose 
there’s some truth in what you say. So what do you want 
me to do, go downstairs and give a strip tease?” 

His eyes swept her from head to toe. “Mightn’t be a bad 
idea, Mae. But no, nothing that radical—I just thought you 
might like to know that Mark is concocting Martinis. Wash 
Martinis, to’ be more specific.” 

“Wash Martinis? What in blazes—?” 

He nodded gravely. “Wash Martinis is what I said. A 
rather fiendish mixture brewed by our genial host. Fill the 
cocktail glass with dry vermouth, pour it back into the 
bottle and refill with good yellow gin. Add a twist of lemon 
peel—then duck before it hits you.” 
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She could not help smiling. “That I’ve got to see. Deal 
me in, will you?” 

“Come on downstairs. The clans are gathered in the liv- 
ing room watching the performance.” ~ 

She hesitated. “Look, Benton. Be a good sport and 
bring one up to me. I don’t feel much like facing the rest 
of the crew. You know, nerves and all that sort of thing. 
I’ve been a little on edge for most of the day and if I went 
down I’d probably do or say the wrong thing. How about 
it ” 

“Sure, Mae, I understand. Guess that’s what they call 
author’s license. Sorry you won’t come.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Tell you what, though. I'll have a pitcher sent up, and 
then you can get stinking from drinking. Maybe that’ll 
snap you out of it.” 

“Tt always does.” 

His cool eyes found hers, gazed into them levelly. “Want 
Trixie to bring it up to you?” 

“Do you want her to?” 

“If she wants to, I have no objections.” 

“I see.” It was the Martini pitcher they were discussing, 
yet she knew there was far more involved. And she was 
well aware that Benton knew it, too. “Yes, Ben, I think 
I'd like that very much. Although, for the life of me, I 
can’t quite see the picture. Not very clearly, anyway.” 

His slow smile was disarming. “You're trying to make it 
more complicated than it actually is, Mae.” 

She shook her head. “Maybe.” 

“It’s really a simple thing. You want a drink, Trixie 
will bring you one. If she stays and chats for a while, so 
what?” 

“I still don’t get it. But perhaps I ought to stop trying. 
Just take things as they come.” 

“Right.” He turned to leave. “I'll send her up. With 
the wash Martinis. You may not remember it, baby, but 
that’s what started all this conversation.” 
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“Benton .. .” 
“Okay, okay. Don’t call you baby. I know.” 
“You can call me baby all you want. And thanks 


“Sure, sure.” The door closed behind him as he clattered 
off whistling a happy tune. 

She looked at the typewriter and read a few lines of 
what she had written. She curled her lips in distaste. 
Drivel, sheer drivel. | 

Well, at least now she had @ good excuse to stop 
working for the day. A perfectly’ legitimate excuse. In 
fact, a veritable dream of an excuse. Trixie was coming, 
so it would do no harm to take a quick check of the make- 
up. To tuck back into place any stray locks of red hair 
that might have wandered. 

When Trixie’s knock sounded, Mae’s gleaming scarlet 
mouth was flawlessly made up, her green eyes were se- 
ductively enhanced by all the tools of the cosmetician’s 
art. The black Chinese robe, with its single golden dragon, 
draped her body, limning its slimness with startling effect. 
She was ready for whatever might be demanded of her. 
Ready and waiting. And willing. 

The look in Trixie’s eyes was ample payment for the 
effort expended. “Mae, you’re beautiful.” 

“Oh, come now, Trixie. Anybody with your show 
business experience knows what a little make-up can do. 
Set the tray on the table, honey, and pour us a couple of 
these poisonous Martinis I’ve been hearing about. Confi- 
dentially, you’re not a bad looking wench yourself.” 

_ Her tone was casual, almost bantering. But the warm 
fluid desire welling up within her could not be taken so 
lightly. Trixie’s ripe figure, her full bosom and slightly 
fieshy hips that blossomed below the narrow waist were 
those of the eternal female. So, too, was the perfumed 
odor that emanated from her as she came close and 
handed Mae the brimming cocktail glass. 

“Here’s to you,” Trixie said. 
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“Here’s to you.” 

“To us.” 

Mae sipped experimentally, nodded. “Powerful, but 
good. Mark has a definite flair when it comes to putting 
together a decent drink. Most barroom Martinis are 
loathsome.” 

“Were you surprised when Ben came up?” 

“A little. Pm afraid I didn’t give him a very pleasant 
reception. I was working, and feeling pretty low, in gen- 
eral.” 

“Mae...” 

She took another sip. “Mmm?” 

“I asked him to do it.” 

“Oh.” 

Gone was the casual atmosphere, the light touch. In- 
stead, the tension, hot and binding, held the pair of them 
in its grip with thongs more unbreakable then the toughest 
of leathers. Conviviality was dead; lust ruled. 

“Why are you staring at me like that?” A hint of fear 
was in the blonde woman’s tremulous voice. 

“Was I staring? Yes, I suppose I was. You're very 
lovely, darling. I was just thinking.” 

“Thinking?” 

“Yes. I’m going to finish this drink, perhaps two more.” 
She leaned forward, let a pink tongue glide out to caress 
the red lips. “Then. . .” 

“Yes?” The sibilant whisper was hardly audible, yet 
it echoed and re-echoed from the walls of the chamber, 
so steeped in sensitivity were they even to the sound of 
their very heartbeats. 

“Then I shall love you as you have never before been 
loved. As no man can ever love. As only a woman can 
love another woman.” 

Mae gulped the remainder of the contents of the glass, 
set it down. Reached. 

A low moan came from Trixie’s lips. 
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Mae brushed her face against the soft contours of the 
curved torso. Her arms locked behind the soft hips, pull- 
ing the womanly form closer. 


MARK 





“WELL, Ken, from what Ben tells me, you’ve had quite a 
day for yourself. = 

“Yes, sir. I guess I have.” 

“Don’t sir me, boy,” Mark shook his head in ding- 
proval. “I may be getting old, but I haven’t reached that 
stage yet.” 

“Sorry—Mark.” 

“That’s better. By gosh, Pd give a year’s pay, after 
taxes, to have been there.” 

“Been there? Oh, you mean in the joint where we had 

-the fight. Well, I guess it was pretty exciting for a couple 
of minutes.” 

“That’s what Ben tells me. Says you took care of a 
couple of tough characters in a big hurry.” 

“They weren’t so tough. Anyway, I had the advantage 
of surprise. Carol screamed and I saw red for a few 
seconds. By the time they got moving I was already swing- 
ing. Always pays to get in the first crack, I guess.” 

“It sure does. Here, let me fill your glass.” Mark poured 
from the decanter. He looked up, spoke softly. “Kind of 
like the girl, eh?” 

“I do. Pm going to marry her.” There was an edge 
of defiance in the young man’s voice. 

“Well, that is news. Let’s drink to it.” He raised his glass 
to clink it against Ken’s. “Well, I suppose I'll be needing a 
new secretary in that case.” 

“I-I guess so. We haven't given much thought to that 
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angle. You know—where we'll live and how we'll live. But 
I think we'll swing it okay.” 

“Sure you will. By the way, Ben said something about 
your doing some free-lance advertising work.” 

“Thats right. I’m hoping for some big assignments 
from him. Not much, of course, until I can prove that my 
stuff is good enough.” 

“I expect it will be.” 

“Thanks. I hope so.” 

“You know, maybe I can second that offer a little. 
Why don’t you drop around to my office sometime dur- 
ing the week? I have a hunch we might be able to swing 
a few fairly good deals your way.” 

“Do you think so? That would be really terrific.” 

“We'll see. Meanwhile, finish your drink and let’s go 
join our women. They slipped up to Helena’s room right 
after dinner and they’ve been there ever since. Must be 
hibernating or something.” 

Ken gulped the remains of his brandy. “Mark . . * 

“Yeah?” 

“You're an all right guy.” 

“Now what brings this on?” 

“Well, you know how it is. I was pretty much prepared 
to dislike you. But it hasn’t worked out that way.” 

“Sure, Ken. I understand. I suppose it was an odd little 
tangle. But it seems to be straightening itself out very 
nicely.” 

“It sure is.” 

They climbed the stairs and found Helena and Carol 
together, heads nodding in intimate consultation. 

“Well, ladies ...” 

“Oh, Mark. And Ken.” Helena beckoned. “Do come 
in. Carol and I were talking over clothes. Wedding dresses, 
to be more specific.” 

“Ken, Helena’s been wonderful, just wonderful. She’s 
given me more good ideas.” 

“Swell, honey.” Ken bent and kissed the girl’s flushed 
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cheek gently. “Nothing like a little moral support at 
this stage of the game. Mark’s been doing the same for 
me. Looks like we might be getting a little business from 
him. What do you think of that?” 

“Mark, you’re sweet.” 

“Why, sure, Carol. Don’t tell me you’re just finding 
that out.” He was striving for the airy touch but it was 
all too obvious that he was pleased with the compliment. 

“That'll do, husband mine. Let’s not be getting a swelled 
head, now.” Helena’s dry humor served its purpose, forced 
him to grin, a trifle abashed. 

“How do you like that?” he said. “All these years of 
married life and all of a sudden she starts picking on 
me.” 

Helena reached up and grasped his chin. She pulled it 
down to plant a loud smacking kiss on his forehead. “For 
a long time I haven’t had the right to pick on you, dar- 
ling. Now I have—and I’m going to be a real nagging 
wife who won’t let her husband out of her sight. Any 
objections?” | 

“None at all.” His eyes found hers and felt the response 
they had been seeking. In the awkward split second of time 
in which her lips had been upon him, the urge to possess 
again this lovely woman, his wife, had waxed hot and de- 
manding. And what he saw in the glowing blue of her eyes 
was a true and fitting reply. He turned away from her 
and spoke softly to Ken and Carol. 

“Kids, we love you both, but at the moment I have but 
one thing to say. Will you kindly get the hell out of here 
while I make love to my wife?” 

Ken chuckled, Carol giggled. Arm in arm, they trotted 
out of the room, slamming the door behind them with de- 
liberate obviousness. 

Helena moved to the bed and sat down. “Well, Mr. 
Lassiter, such impetuosity.” 

“Any objections, Mrs. Lassiter?” He turned the lock 
on the door. 
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“None at all.” 

He sat beside her and sensed the willing warmth of her 
svelte body. He delighted in the pliability of her flesh as 
he placed his hands upon it. 

Earlier in the day the little affair in the summer-house 
had seen him the suitor who had knelt to worship at 
the shrine of his goddess; he had tried to make up for the 
many years of indifference by giving her pleasure in the 
best way he knew. 

Now they came to each other as equals. No longer 
was there an active and a passive role to be played; it 
was a mutual thing which would be shared by both in 
all the complex facets of its existence. 

Her fingers touched him lightly as if she understood 
what he had been thinking. 

“Mark, darling.” 

“Helena...” 

“Do you remember how it was? Years ago on our 
honyemoon?” The fingers continued their unabated and 
utterly unashamed locomotions. 

= es.” 

“Savage? Uncivilized?” Her voice trembled. “Two 
young healthy bodies clinging together with no crafty 
techniques to impede them? With no little tricks learned 
from this person or that? Do you recall how it was?” 

“I remember.” 

“That’s how I want you.” 

“Helena!” 

“Now, darling, now.” 

The caressing fingers lost their reticence, clutched and 
captured, evidently exulting in his excited response to their 
sweet stimulus. 

“Helena, my own...” 

“Mark . . .” The throaty huskiness of her voice was a 
plea in itself; now he knew. She wanted him, loved him, 
needed him as he needed her. 

“Yes, darling. Helena—yes, oh, yes. . .” 
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In the blinding red haze that filmed his vision there 
was no longer any sensation of sight. Instead there was 
only the physical feel of her closeness to him. 

Even this became more agonizingly intimate as some- 
time, somehow—he knew not when—their garments were 
discarded and strewn about the floor in haphazard haste. 
Naked, she was yet cloaked in a flaring flame, the flame of 
her savage desire which he must traverse in triumph be- 
fore his conquest of her became complete. And as it was 
with the immortal Siegfried in his taking of Brunnhilde, 
the ring of fire left him unscathed, victorious. 

The low moans that rose in her throat spurred him 
on. The low moans that rose and vibrated, as her sharp 
teeth buried in his shoulder. The low moans that were a 
votive offering... 


BENTON 
gion acc —— 


HE sat on the porch content in his customary placidity, 
the burning ash of his cigar a glowing coal in the near 
darkness. He had dined well; now his only desire was for 
relaxation. And solitude. 

Not that he had anything against people in general or 
the Lassiters’ guests in particular. It was just that for 
some weird reason the intelligence of the table-talk had 
fallen to a remarkably low level. Too many times during 
dinner he had launched into discourse only to have to 
shift topics somewhere in the midst. No one had been in- 
terested, nobody had cared. 

Helena, usually the perfect hostess, had responded in 
monosyllabic grunts to his queries about the theater, her 
eyes absorbed in lavishing love on her husband. Mark, 
in turn, had returned her warm glances, leaving untouched 
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the conversational bait dangled before him. He had ab- 
solutely refused to launch into his oft-repeated tirade 
on the subject of what was wrong in Washington, D.C. 

Ken and Carol, shoulders touching as they had plied 
their eating utensils in listless rhythm, had evinced little 
enthusiasm for the discussion of the photography busi- 
ness. Love had conquered all, even polite chit-chat. 

Helga had sat and moped; in her case it had not been 
love but lack which had given her pain. And as for 
Trix and Mae... 

He chuckled on a puff of his cigar and snorted the acrid 
smoke out of his stinging nostrils. No, he had made no 
attempt to inveigle either into any argument. Not with 
the pale wanness of Trixie’s face, the drawn debility 
in Mae’s green eyes. 

In the end, he had recognized defeat and had given up. 
And they had munched their food in silence... 

Well, at least now, here on the porch, he could repose 
untroubled by the need for sparkling and witty repartee. 
He could be sufficient unto himself. 

He shook his head. Even that was evidently about to be 
denied him. In the shadows of dusk, two figures were 
approaching, hand in hand—Mae and Trixie. 

“All alone, Benton? Mind if we join you?” Without 
waiting for assent, Mae led Trixie to the glider. They sat 
down together, their faces illumined by the soft light that 
peeped from behind the window blinds. 

“All alone,” he said. “You two been for a little stroll?” 

“Just a short one.” Trixie’s voice was strangely thought- 
ful. “Ben, I—” She broke off suddenly, seemed to be 
groping for words. 

“Take it easy, Trix. I understand.” 

“Thanks, Ben.” 

Mae slipped two cigarettes from a package, lit both, 
handed one to Trixie. The brief flare of the match out- 
lined the tense line of her jaw. “Trixie and I had a little 
chat, Benton. I think you’d be interested.” 
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“Oh?” 
“We decided you were a nice guy. An awfully nice 


“Heck, I could have told you that.” 

“So I thought maybe we could do something nice for 
you. If you'd like us to, that is.” 

“Sounds intriguing.” He smiled in the darkness. “Now, 
if someone wanted to be really nice to me, they’d go inside 
and get me a drink. Straight bourbon, one ice cube.” 

“Tll go.” Trixie disengaged her hand from Mae’s, went 
into the house. 

“What’s on your mind, Mae?” 

“You’re pretty smart, Benton. You purposely sent her 
off, didn’t you?” 

“Something like that. Of course, I can always use a 
drink, too.” 

“All right, Pll come to the point. Trixie and me... 
well, you understand, don’t you? It’s only for kicks— 
she’s not really that way.” 

“I know.” 

“Were you—are you curious? About what happened 
upstairs, I mean.” 

“Mmm, a little, I guess.” 

“That’s what we talked about while we were walking. 
She said she was going to tell you all about it.” 

“And you objected?” 

“No, Benton. I didn’t. In fact—” 

“Yes?” 

“Well, I'll admit I got a kind of a bang out of the idea. 
Pretty much of a new sensation, and that’s saying some- 
thing, for me.” 

“I don’t get it.” 

“Frankly, neither do I. But I was thinking—well, if I 
didn’t care if she told you about it—well, I thought maybe 
you...tI.. .” She muttered an unintelligible curse. 
“Hang it all, Ben, I write for a living and I still can’t 
make myself clear. Do you know what I’m trying to say?” 
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“I think so, Mae.” A slow liquid warmth was rising 
within him. “You want to know if Pd like to see you 
demonstrate.” 

“That’s it.” Her voice was a whisper. 

“What makes you think I would?” 

“Most men do. At least, that’s what I’ve been told. 
Besides, I wasn’t thinking of you alone.” 

“Oh?” 

“I have a hunch Id enjoy it, too. And I know Trixie 
would.” 

“Was it her idea?” 

“No.” 

“F see.” 

“Oh, don’t be so smug about it. Trixie’s due back any 
minute. Shall I tell her to forget about the whole deal?” 
A sharply edging irritation was audible in her words. 
She flicked her cigarette over the porch railing, its shower 
of sparks dying away in quenched finality. 

“Mae... 

“So?” 

“Don’t tell her anything.” 

“All right...” 

Trixie nudged her way through the door with a curving 
hip, a glass in each hand. “Drinks, darlings. Bourbon for 
you, Ben. Brandy for you, Mae. That okay?” She slipped 
down beside the slender redhead. 

He nodded assent, sipped slowly. He watched with 
narrowing eyes as Mae drained her liquor in eager gulps. 
“Aren’t you drinking, Trix?” 

“No. I had a little shot while I was fixing these. Just 
in case of emergency, you know.” 

“Expecting an emergency?” He spoke with obviously 
stressed dual meaning. 

“Maybe. Hoping for one, anyway.” 

The cool relaxed atmosphere of the descended night 
was suddenly gone, its languor replaced by a fiercely tense 
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excitement. He took a sip of bourbon and rolled the sat- 
isfyingly sharp taste of it over his tongue. 

“I hope so, too,” he murmured. 

Trixie sighed and let herself sag into Mae’s waiting 
arms. In the faint light their entwined forms appeared as 
one, rocking back and forth in undulant urgency. 

The awareness of his bizarre position, the knowledge 
that the charade was being acted out for his benefit was a 
poignantly sweet sensation. Despite his show of calmness 
he could feel the tiny pulses hammering at his temples. 

In near silence the pageant was acted out, the only 
sound being tiny moans from Trixie as Mae’s mouth sank 
into the hollow of her throat. 

At exactly what moment the intruding stranger ap- 
proached, none of the three would ever know. Trixie’s 
eyes were closed, her bodily control too far gone for any- 
thing but her own exhilaration. Mae had slithered down 
into the recesses of the glider, her drive to give as all-con- 
suming as Trixie’s wanton desire to receive. And Ben’s 
stare was riveted to the fascinating picture, his brain 
staggered by its propensity for simultaneous tenderness 
and violence... 

“Bitch!” 

The guttural epithet coincided with Mae’s scream as 
two strong hands tore at her hair. 

SAORI S 2 

“Jackie, yes. So this is what goes on behind my back. 
So this is why you give me smart talk on the telephone.” 
Each viperish snarl was punctuated by the crack of a 
palm on Mae’s unprotected face. 

Benton rose half out of his seat, then thought the better 
of it. The woman had come up so quietly in the darkness, 
she must have seen everything. And she was in love with 
Mae. : 

No, this was no time for masculine interference. He 
pulled Trixie out of the way, let her huddle against him, 
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her whimpering all but drowned out‘by the ferocity of the 
struggle between the two fighting females. 

Jackie’s superiority soon became evident as Mae weak- 
ened, her sapping strength no match for such powerful 
muscularity. After a moment it became less of a battle and 
more of a simple chastisement. 

Under the lash of Jackie’s bitter tongue and flailing 
hands the cynical coolness of the authoress soon became 
pitifully childlike in nature, She pleaded for mercy, begged 
for forgiveness, swore undying love and loyalty. Her cloth- 
ing hung in tatters, revealing the creamy whiteness of her 
flesh which only incited her attacker to further onslaught. 
The red hair was a frothy mass of madness, ravaged as 
it was by the fury of the fingers clutching it. 

As Jackie’s anger abated, so did Mae’s declarations of 
affection increase. And in a short while the bruised skin 
no longer shuddered under injurious treatment, inviting in- 
stead the soothing unguent of caressing lips. 

“Did I hurt you, darling? Oh, I’m so sorry.” 

“I-I deserved it. Oooh, that’s sweet . . . sweet... .” 

Benton rose, took Trixie’s arm, tiptoed into the house. 

The noise of the opening and closing door seemed to 
have no effect on the interlaced lovers... 

In the privacy of their own room, Trixie threw herself 
upon him and nestled into his chest. 

“Oh, Ben, Ben, they were so horrible. Like two jungle 
beasts killing each other.” 

He smiled, “They seem to be getting along all right now, 
I'd say.” 

“Even that—I couldn’t stand seeing it. I had to turn 
away. Mae, her face, such an evil passion. Ben, didI... 
could I have looked like that?” 

“Beats me, baby. I never got a chance to see.” 

“Honey, I’ve been such a fool. Don’t let me ever be so 
stupid again. Hit me, beat me, do anything—but don’t 
let me get tangled up in such a filthy mess. I feel as if I 
need a bath. I want to scrub and scrub and scrub.” 
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“Sure, Trix. Come on, Ill help you.” He patted her 
platinum hair, calming her hysteria. He chuckled a little 
in approval of the way things had worked out. 

She was back again, his baby. Completely and with- 
out reservations, his. The little bit of experimental ex- 
ploration she had done had been unsuccessful. But it had 
served to bind her all the more securely to him, 

“Daddy .. .” 

“Mmm?” 

“J-I’ve been a naughty girl.” 

“I know that, baby.” 

“Wil you >.. aie yon ss: T 

He nodded gravely and looked deep into her humiliated 
eyes. “Yes, baby. After I give you your bath.” 

“Oh, daddy .. .” 


KEN 


HAND in hand, they wandered across the lawns just as 
they had the night before. The stars and moon were the 
same, the soft balminess of early spring had not changed. 

EEE a A 

“Yes, Ken?” 

“Still think we’re professionals?” 

“Oh, no, darling. How could you even say it?” 

“I know, honey. I just wanted to hear you say so.” 

“About last night, Ken, I’m sorry I said it, then. Our 
being professionals, I mean.” 

“It was true last night.” 

“Yes, I guess it was.” 

“You know, that’s what I’ve been thinking about all 
the time we were strolling along. About how the only 
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change that’s taken place is inside us. Do you understand 
what I’m trying to say?” 

“No, dear.” 

“Well, let’s see; it’s like this. You look the same, just 
as beautiful as ever. I don’t look any different, I'm sure. 
The stars, the trees, the grass, the moon—don’t you see, 
Carol? Nothing’s chang 

“Everything’s changed, Ken.” 

“That’s what I mean, that’s what I’ve been trying to 
say. Nothing’s different and yet everything is all new and 
bright and shiny. Untarnished.” 

“IT don’t get it, darling. But please go on. I didn’t know 
my husband-to-be had a poetic streak in him. Don’t stop 
now.” 

“Damn!” 

“Oh, I’m sorry.” She was all contrition. “Now I’ve made 
you angry.” | 

“You're teasing.” 

“I know, Ken. I guess I was. But you see, everything 
you’ve been saying—lI’ve noticed it all day long. The 
whole world is different, but for me it’s been different ever 
since I got up this morning and saw you at breakfast. It 
was different while you were taking those pictures of 
Trixie. And when you beat up the two tough guys.” 

“Pm sorry, honey. I didn’t realize.” 

“Of course, you goon. Don’t you know love when you ; 
see it, when you feel it, when you taste it?” 

“OR” 

“Oh, he says. Authors and poets have been trying to 
describe that feeling for a couple of hundred years and 
that’s all he has to say—oh.. .” 

They walked in silence for what seemed an eternity. He 
realized how foolish he had been, how stupid he must have 
sounded. Still, he was glad it had been said. He had been 
honest about it, and honesty was a nice thing for a 
change. 

“Caol sae 
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“I love you .....” 

“I love you, Ken. I’m sorry I kidded you about being 
poetic. I loved every word of it.” 

“Think we’re going to be able to swing it?” 

“Swing it?” 

“You know, getting married, finding a place to live.” 

“I think so. It might be a little rough at first, but 
after all, millions of other couples have done it. I don’t 
see why we can’t.” 

“That’s the way I feel. And with a few good breaks 
from Benton and Mark, we’ll make the grade.” 

“Sure . . .” His arm slipped about her slender waist, 
his hand spanned its pliant sinuosity, cutting her speech 
to a hushed murmur. “We can do it, Ken. But there’s 
something else, too, something awfully important to me.” 

“Ves?” 

“Children. Our children.” 

“What’s so important? We’ll have them in the usual 
way, as far as I can see.” 

“But—” 

“But what? Don’t you want them?” 

“Of course, darling. But I thought you didn’t. I 
thought you hated children—the way you talk about 
having to take their pictures all the time.” 

“Heck, honey, these won’t be just anybody’s kids, 
these will be ours .. .” 

“nh 

“Besides .. .” 

“Ves?” 

“TIl let you in on a little secret. I guess I get a bit of 
a kick out of those at the studio, too. Even little Oswald, 
bless his pointed head. He’s the one I had the most 
trouble with yesterday afternoon.” 

“Well, let that be a lesson to us. Imagine naming a 
self-respecting child Oswald.” 

“Yeah.” 
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“Ken, isn’t this .. . ?” 

“J... I guess it is . . .” He glanced around, noted 
their position. They were in the exact spot where the 
quarrel had occurred the night before. 

“Kiss me, darling.” Her mouth was waiting for him. 

The grass was soft and cool. Their bodies nestled 
in its embrace, still clinging in the hot breathless kiss. 
After a long moment, she shifted her position. 

“Please, Ken, no...” 

“I understand, Carol.” 

“Do you?” 

“Of course. That’s the way I want it to be. Married 
and on our honeymoon. Legal.” 

“You do understand. You’re so sweet.” Her lips re- 
turned to show her gratitude. 

“Baby, oh baby, don’t do that. Not if you want us to 
get out of this unscorched.” 

Her mouth paid no heed. It was evident that she 
trusted him, that she wanted his kisses, his caresses, and 
knew all the while that he would go no farther because 
the final consummaton of their love would still be a thing 
for the future. 

Deep in his throat, he sobbed, fought to control him- 
self. It was not fair; she could not expect him to hold back. 

SER s e~ 

“Carol.” 

“We won’t... you won't...” 

“No, darling.” 

“But there are other things... .” 

“Mmm?” 

“Not all the way, I mean. But. . .” 

“Carol!” 

“Don’t stop me, Ken, don’t. Help me ... help me 
... be sweet to me.. .” 

His brain was a reeling riot of madness at the sud- 
den realization of what she wanted to do, what she 
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wanted him to do. But they had gone too far for any 
thought of retreat, had he so desired. 

There would be no retreat. The honeyed nectar of her 
intimate caress welded him close to her, closer than the 
white-hot flame of a welding torch. 

The moon was the same as it had been on the night 
before; so were the trees, the stars, the luxuriant grass, 
Their bodies were the same; they were still two young 
and beautiful people reacting in the same way to each 
other’s presence. Nothing had changed. 

It was not so. Everything had changed .. . 

As he lost himself in the silky smoothness of her, he 
knew it was a new world in which he found himself. 
Forever and ever he would view such commonplaces 

| as trees and stars and grass with a fresh and increased 

| delight. At last, life had achieved meaning. 
_ For this was his woman. And in the complete posses- 
sion of her according to the rites of God and the laws 
of men he would take his rightful and honest place in 
this new world. He would walk with head upright and un- 
bowed with his wife by his side. He would be a man 
among men, 


SUNDAY 
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IN comparison with the quietness of Saturday’s dinner, 
breakfast was a joyous occasion. The scintillating sparkle 
of the small talk was a thing to gladden a hostess’ heart. 
Not that Helena’s heart needed gladdening as she watched 
the guests’ antics with a pleased eye. 

No, for all she cared at the moment, the occasion 
could very well have been a funeral—it would have made 
no difference. Not after last night, and Mark. 

She had her husband back; what else mattered? 

Still, the duties of a Scarchester weekend hostess were 
not to be shrugged off so lightly. It would be quite a 
while before they all began the drawn-out process of 
leave-taking. And ages before they were finally gone. 

Then too, there was the business of the imminent 
arrival of the lion of the occasion. He would have to be 
fawned over, she was sure. And as usual, she would have 
to act as chief fawner. Well, it was her own fault; she 
had asked for it. 

Of course, how could she have ever known that she 
would feel the way she did? It had started out as an 
ordinary weekend; who would have dreamed that so many 
changes would have been made? Being the perfect hostess 
no longer mattered; her only interést now was to get 
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them out and gone. She wanted to be alone with her 
slightly used but completely renovated husband. 

She smiled a little at the memory. It was a good thing 
that the weather was still too cool for swimming or tennis, 
for she would not have dared to wear shorts. Not with 
the imprints of his fingers turning blue on her flesh. Of 
course, even in the briefest of sports costumes, most of 
them would not have shown. But still . . . 

“And what are you grinning about, my pretty maid?” 
Ken’s voice broke into her reverie, gave her a start. 

She reddened. It was a good thing he did not know 
what had brought on -her little chuckle. 

“Matron, not maid, Ken. Haven’t you heard? And 
by the way, if your high-and-mighty friend Mr. Brennet 
doesn’t show up, you'll get something to grin about.” 

“Pierre? Oh, he'll come. He happens to be one of 
those nice characters who keeps his word. He said he’d 
be here this afternoon and he will. I’m sure of it.” 
“Good. Everybody’s pretty eager to meet him, you 
know.” 

“I know. They always are. But don’t try to sell him a 
bill of goods. Wherever he goes people are always trying 
to take advantage of him.” He seemed genuinely con- 
cerned, 

“TIl see to it.” She glanced across the table. “Trixie . . .” 

“Hmmm?” 

“Please don’t ask Pierre Brennet to give you a screen 
test. Ken’s worried that we'll all try to wangle Holly- 
wood jobs out of him.” 

“Don’t worry about me, Helena.” Trixie snuggled her 
opulent form closer to Benton. “I’ve got a full time job 
right here. No movie contracts for me, thanks,” 

“Fine. Now if we can keep Mae from trying to sell 
him one of her books for a film, everything will be all 
right. By the way, where is our red-headed authoress? 
It’s about time she was getting up to join the populace,” 
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“Better let her sleep, Helena,” Benton said drily. “I 
think she may need it.” 

“Oh? Now, I am curious. Cecile.” She turned toward 
the little maid. 

“Madame?” 

“Run upstairs and see if Miss Marlowe is awake. Tell 
her we’re waiting to have her join us.” 

“Yes, madame.” The pert figure moved off, followed 
by numerous pairs of masculine eyes. 

Helena laughed. “Gentlemen, please. Let her be. She’s 
the best maid I’ve ever had and besides she has a per- 
fectly adequate man in the village who I’m sure is taking 
good care of her various needs.” 

Helga looked up from her plate. “Don’t kid about 
Cecile, Helena. She’s one of the nicest people I’ve ever 
me ” 

“Why, Helga, that’s the longest sentence you’ve said 
all morning. What’s gotten into you?” 

“Well, I’ve been thinking, that’s all.” 

“Qh?” 

“Yes. I’m going home. Back to Minnesota.” 

“But why? You've just got here. Have we done some- 
thing to offend you?” 

“No, Aunt Helena, nothing. But I just don’t fit, that’s 
all. Pm a country girl and I’d better not try to become 
anything else.” | 

“Oh, that’s foolish, Helga. But if you insist, I shan’t 
try to stop you. Only you mustn’t leave right away. Stay 
for a few days, at least.” 

“No, today.” 

“Mmm, all right, if that’s what you want. But you'll 
stay for the rest of the day, won't you? I’m sure you 
want to meet Mr. Brennet, the famous motion picture 
director. After all, imagine telling everybody back home 
in Minnesota that you’ve met Pierre Brennet.” 

“I don’t care. Oh, all right, PII stay for a while.” 
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“Good.” Helena spotted Cecile’s approach and noticed 
that the girl was somewhat perturbed. “Yes, Cecile? Is 
Miss Marlowe coming right down?” 

“She is not there; madame. I knocked very loud and 
there was no answer. So I went into her room. She has 
gone . . . all her clothes and bags, everything. Only this 
I found.” The maid handed Helena a small sealed en- 
velope. 

“Thank you, Cecile.” She tore it open, glanced at the 
folded sheet of notepaper. Looked up. “That’s odd, isn’t 
it? It’s a thank-you note. She’s gone back to New York, 
with no whys or wherefores.” 

“Well, well, well.” Benton’s cynicism was unmistakable. 
At the same time, his face assumed an overly innocent 
expression. 

“Benton . . . Trixie . . . what do you know about 
this? ll wager you two had something to do with it.” 

“Now, Helena, don’t go flying off the handle.” His 
candor was disarming. “It just so happens that an old 
friend of Mae’s dropped in last night. Probably carried 
her off, too, although the last time Trix and I saw 
them, they were too busy to even say good-bye.” 

Mark snorted. “Old friend, eh? Bet it was the lady- 
wrestler—what’s her name? You know, Helena.” 

“Jackie, Jackie Pearson. And she’s not a lady-wrestler, 
either. She happens to be a department store executive.” 

“What does she sell, wrestling equipment?” Mark asked 
derisively. 

“Tl take care of you later, husband mine. Right now 
I’ve got to check on a few things for the impending visit 
of our honored guest.” , 

Mark grinned. “I can’t wait, and I don’t mean for 
Mr. Brennet, either.” 

She blew him a kiss and went out the door toward the 
kitchen. It was nice to have her man back again, her very 
own, dearly beloved man. 
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Meanwhile, she was still the hostess, there was still 
work to be done. If the famous Pierre Brennet did show 
up, he certainly would rate the royal treatment. 


HELGA 





WELL, she had told them at last. Now they knew— 
Helena, Mark, all of them. She did not like them, or 
Scarchester, or New York. And most of all, she did not 
like the idea of their laughing at her all the time. 

Oh, she knew it all right. Even though they tried to 
be nice, even though they had tried to teach her things, 
she knew it. They thought she was just a country girl, 
and pretty stupid, too. Well, maybe it was true, maybe 
she was stupid. But they did not have to laugh at her 
like that. Just because she was not so smart. And because 
she was not small and feminine and sleek and sophisti- 
cated. 

All right, then, if that was the way Easterners felt 
about her, they could keep their old place. She did not 
give a darn for all the tall buildings and short men in 
the whole of New York. She would go back to Minnesota, 
back where she belonged, where people did not think 
she was some kind of circus freak or something. Back 


home... 
“More coffee, Miss Helga?” 
“No . .. no thanks, Cecile . . .” No, she did not 


want any more coffee, or any more of their liquor either, 
in which they practically bathed from morning till night. 
And as for the maid, well, she was probably one of 
them, too. Giving her advice one minute and laughing 
at her the next. 

Maybe not. No, she was not really being fair. Cecile 
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had meant well, and besides, the advice she had given 
had certainly been good. Especially about the woman, 
that Mae Marlowe. Gosh, that had sure been a close one. 

Oh, well, she might as well face it. Not just about 
Cecile, but about the whole business. It was not their 
fault, not really. Mark was nice, and she had to admit 
that Helena had tried to make her feel at home. No, she 
was the misfit; there was not much sense in blaming any- 
body else. From beginning to end her trip had been a 
failure and it was nobody’s fault but her own. 

The woman in the hotel ladies’ room, Benton touch- 
ing her all over, Mae Marlowe and her red mouth— 
they all knew what they wanted. Nobody could call them 
stupid; they were not dumb country hicks. No, she was 
the one that was out of step, and nobody knew it better 
than herself. 

Even the one nice thing about the whole trip, sitting 
next to the man on the plane, the tall one—even that 
chance she had muffed. He was gone and she did not 
even know who he was. And she had probably been kid- 
ding herself about him, too; for all she knew, he did not 
even care who she was... 

Anyway, she would be leaving soon. Just as soon as 
she could get her things together. Well, maybe not that 
quickly; after all, she owed something to Aunt Helena. 
And from Helena’s viewpoint, she supposed, it would 
be nicer if there were lots of people around when Pierre 
Brennet arrived. 

He was probably one of them, too, the big shot movie 
man. But he would never get the chance the others did, 
she would not let him laugh at her. Oh, no. . . it would be 
pleased to meet you, Mr. Brennet, and then off she would 
go, bag and baggage, back to Minnesota. In fact, maybe 
it would be a fine thing if she went upstairs right now 
and did her packing while everybody was waiting for the 
guest of honor to come. Then everything would be all 
ready for a quick getaway. 
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Nobody would miss her downstairs, they were all too 
wrapped up in themselves and each other for that. Besides, 
she would be alone, all alone upstairs, and lately that 
seemed more pleasant than to be among all the noisy 
drunken people. Maybe she would lie down on the bed 
for a while, just to relax a little. 

And maybe she would not relax, maybe she would play 
one of those happy little games all by herself, the kind 
Cecile had said was no crime. The game where she was 
back on the airplane and the tall man spoke to her and 
she chatted with him for a while. And then he... 

On the way upstairs, Helga clenched her fists, shook 
her head. No, she should not even do that; after all, 
maybe it was not a crime, but it really was not nice, 
either. Oh, not that kind of nice—because it sure was 
—and it made her feel swell. But it just was not nice... 

She would leave the door of her room open, that’s 
what. Then if she did get that funny feeling, it would 
just be too bad. With the door open, somebody might 
come in and then where would she be... 

At the head of the stairs, she hesitated for a moment 
as a burst of raucous laughter sounded from below. Sure, 
they were probably making fun of her, had probably 
started as soon as she had left. 

She walked through the entrance into her room, 
stopped again. They were still laughing. Well, to heck 
with all of them, she did not have to hear it... . 

She pushed the door shut. Sighed. Turned the little 
brass knob that locked it... 


MARK 
ee 


OH, but it was a fine thing just to be alive and healthy 
on a day like this. And to be in love all over again 
with the only woman he had ever really loved . . . 

The sharp click of the ball against the metal face of 
the club was a satisfying sound as the little white pellet 
rose straight and true. He grunted in self-approval. 

“How’s it feel, Mark?” 

“Good, Ben. Mighty good. Capital idea of yours, 
coming out here to hit a few.” 

“Yeah. Does my game a world of good every year. 
Nothing like smacking some iron shots in the early spring. 
It always gets my swing grooved.” 

For a solid hour they swung and sweated with mashie 
and midiron, two old friends enjoying their silent bond 
of companionship. Tomorrow each would be stiff and 
well they knew it. There would be much moaning and 
groaning about aching muscles. But today it made no 
difference; the ancient and honorable game of golf was 
king. 

Later they gathered their equipment and began the 
trudge back to the house. Mark glanced at his watch, 
whistled. 

“Come on, old boy. Helena will have our heads if 
we aren't presentable by the time the big wheel gets 
here.” 

“Yeah, you’re right. Although I doubt very much if 
that wife of yours could find a harsh word for anybody 
right now. Not after the kittenish way you two have 
been acting.” 

Mark chuckled. “I guess we have been pretty obvi- 
ous, haven’t we?” 
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“Obvious? Brother, you’ve been a three-ring circus. 
Not that I have any objections, of course. I think it’s 
terrific, the whole idea.” 

“You know something, Ben? I think it’s pretty won- 
derful, too. Kind of like taking up a brand new life 
without having to go to the trouble of breaking up the 
old one.” 

“Yeah...” 

“What’s more, this time it’s for keeps.” 

“Yeah ... =" 

“What’s the matter, don’t you believe me?” 

“Now I'll tell you something, Mark. Sure I believe 
you. Not only that, but I envy you, I honest-to-gosh 
envy you. I only wish one of my own messed-up mar- 
riages had turned out the same way.” Benton’s voice 
was gruff with undisguised sentimentality. “Now, come 
on and speed it up before I get sloppy. The great Mr. 
Brennet is due soon and I haven’t even been checked 
out on how to make the proper curtsey to royalty.” 

“Okay, let’s go.” Mark knew better than to continue 
the discussion. Well, he had learned one thing, anyway. 
Old Ben was still his friend, would always be his friend. 
Sure there were a lot of things about him people did not 
like. His drinking, for instance, and his old chewed-up 
cigar. And the fact that he kept his mistress so openly 
and unashamedly. 

But all in all, old Ben was a good guy, a darn good 
guy. And he and Helena would probably get along a 
lot better after this weekend, too. Even though they had 
not been very friendly in the past. 

Yes, in general, the weekend had been pretty success- 
ful. And in certain specific instances it had been tops. 
Of course, the nice part about the whole thing was that 
these instances had only just got started, too. There 
would be more like them, many, many more. 

Tonight, maybe. After the guests had cleared out. 


a 


140 HELENA’S HOUSE 


Sure, why not? After all, they were husband and wife, 
were they not? 
Tonight ... 


TRIXIE 
ee 


OF COURSE, Helena had been probably only joking 
when she had asked her, Trixie, not to try to wangle 
a screen test from Pierre Brennet. Still, joke or no, 
Helena’s request had not been very tactful because it had 
been public. Helena could have asked her privately ... 

Well, screen test or not, it would be awfully thrilling 
to meet somebody that famous. And she was certainly 
going to look her best for him. For all she cared, Helena 
could make all the remarks she wanted. 

Trixie shucked her garments off one by one, let them 
fall to the floor in careless fashion. Her body did not 
walk or glide, it undulated into the bathroom where the 
tub of hot and heavily perfumed water waited. One foot 
at a time, she slithered into the inundating warmth, catch- 
ing her breath at the sensually caressing wavelets. She 
relaxed, languidly lolling in the all-encompassing intimacy 
of the lapping liquid. 

She sighed and toyed in desultory drowsiness with soap 
and washcloth. Imagine, Trixie Taylor of the chorus 
about to meet a real honest-to-goodness Hollywood direc- 
tor. Not that the Hollywood business meant much any 
more; after all, she was past that stage—but just the same 
it was pretty exciting. 

And then, who could tell, he might just take one look 
at her and say—no, he would kiss her hand first; after 
all, he was a Frenchman, was he not? And then he would 
tell her how beautiful she was—in a mature way, of 
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course—and how she was just perfect for the lead in his 
next picture. And would she sign a contract, please, and 
take the next plane to Hollywood? 

She could imagine all those directors and writers and 
make-up men and camera experts bowing to her and 
telling her she was the greatest actress in the whole world. 
And then when the picture was finished, all those eyes, 
those hot staring eyes of the millions of people who saw 
it—all those eyes would be looking at her. And she 
would be wearing a bathing suit for at least some of the 
scenes, maybe even one of those skimpy bikini ones. 
An evening gown, too, with all the men in tails and tuxes 
surrounding her, dying of love for her when she bent 
forward and the neck of the dress slipped away from 
her breasts. 

Gee, suppose it turned out to be one of those very 
daring movies, the kind where she was in the bedroom 
half the time. Wearing lingerie, all different varieties of 
it—black lace, maybe, or embroidered panties. And filmy 
negligees all those people could see through . . . 

She shivered at the thought. Well, maybe it would not 
happen, maybe Pierre Brennet would not show up at all. 
But anyway, she would be ready for him if he did. Ready 
and waiting. And her hand would be soft and smooth 
and the fingernails all shiny and red and bright just in case 
he did want to bend and kiss it. 

She had better get a wiggle on and cut out all this 
dreaming—the guy might arrive and leave and she would 
still be in the bathtub. Besides, Ben was due any minute. 
And if he found her just wasting her time and not getting 
ready, well, there would be no telling what he might do. 
For all she knew, maybe he would up and wallop the 
daylights out of her, just the way he had the other night. 
After all that funny business with Mae... 

Old Ben had sure been sweet about the whole thing, 
though. He had let her go as far as she had wanted and 
then had taken her back with welcome arms when it had 
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finally come to an end. He was one swell fellow and she 
was darn lucky to have him. 

In fact, she really did not care much about that movie 
director at all. Oh, Hollywood would probably be pretty 
nice, but gee whiz, think of how much work she would 
have to do. Getting up early in the morning and standing 
in front of the camera all day. Maybe they would even 
make her do crazy things like swing from a trapeze or 
ride a wild horse or something. 

No, if that Brennet fellow had any ideas, she would. 
tell him a thing or two, but quick. And if he so much as 
even tried to kiss her hand, she would let him have it, 
right across his kisser. She had a guy, she would tell 
him, the sweetest daddy in the whole world and he could 
take Hollywood and .. . 

Say, she had better get on the ball right now. Daddy 
was due any minute and if he caught her like this— 
ouch! 


MAE 
———— eee eee 


“FEEL better now, baby?” 

“Yes, Jackie . . . thanks . . .” She did feel better, much 
better. It was nice to be home in her own apartment. 
With her own dearest friend. 

She smiled. It must have upset Helena Lassiter quite 
a bit to find that note. To find her gone. But now she 
was glad that she had left; to have faced those people— 
Trixie, Benton, the others—would have been too much, 

Anyway, she was glad about getting that foolishness 
out of her system. She was not that kind of woman, she 
just was not built that way. She was made to be wor- 
shipped and adored, to be petted and fondled. And babied 
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a little bit, too. By someone who knew how. By Jackie... 

Of course, it had been exciting in its way. Trixie had 
certainly been a beauty, and her extreme willingness had 
left little to be desired. But after a while her passivity 
had palled; the girl had been much too accustomed to 
receiving rather than giving. 

And the fight—that had been something. Somewhere 
in its midst had come the realization that she belonged 
to Jackie and no one else. That however she might rebel, 
Jackie owned her, body and soul... 

When, exactly, the thought had struck, she would never 
remember. Maybe it had occurred when Jackie’s big 
hands had given her this. She winced as her fingers 
touched the bruise. Or this... 

“What’s the matter, darling? Oh, that . . .” Jackie was 
tenderly solicitous, genuinely apologetic. “I’m so sorry, 
baby, I guess I just lost my head, that’s all.” 

“Its... its not so bad, Jackie.” 

“Oh, darling, it is. I’m such a brute.” 

“No, you're not, dear. You're very sweet.” 

“You're the sweet one. Here, let me make it all well 
again. There—isn’t that nice?” | 

— — 

“And this?” 

“Mmm...” 

Before the sharp delirium overcame her, one tiny res- 
olution popped into her drifting mind. Certainly not the 


type of thing to be thinking at a time like this, but 


nevertheless, there it was—just a simple little thought, 
but she would never forget it... 
No more Scarchester weekends for her! 


is 
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CAROL 





WELL, that was that. A few more hours and they would 
be heading back toward New York. And the big weekend 
would be all over. 

Carol leaned her head against the upraised pillow and 
puffed her cigarette. With lazy-lidded eyes she watched 
the wisp of smoke writhing into the still air, contorting 
geometrically before its ultimate dissipation. Ken had 
gone to the station to pick up Pierre Brennet; she should 
have been brushing her teeth or something in honor of 
the great man’s arrival. Instead, there she was, lounging 
in the lap of luxury, just plain unconcerned about the 
entire business. 

Oh, sure, it would be nice to meet the man. But more 
because he was Ken’s friend rather than because he was 
such a big wheel. She had had all the big wheels she could 
use for a while—now all she wanted was her boy, and 
maybe a few little replicas of him. 

She could not wait to see her roomie’s face when she 
got the news. Marion would probably blow a gasket, or 
whatever it was that people blew when they got excited. 
Anyway, now she would have to stop bragging about 
that solid citizen accountant boy friend of hers. Well, it 
would do her good to listen to somebody else brag for 
a change. 

And Ken was sure something to brag about. What a 
guy, what a wonderful guy... 

Strange, though, the way the weekend had worked out. 
All that preparation to hook one man illegally, and look 
at what she had come up with. A better man—younger, 
handsomer, and best of all, all her owe Legally. With 
benefit of clergy. 


144 


HELENA’S HOUSE 145 


There would be no little East Side apartment, tastefully 
decorated according to Mark’s ideas—Greenwich Village 
modern, probably, with all those so-called free form 
ceramic lamps which were about as functional as a Venus 
with a clock set into her navel. And driftwood—God, how 
she hated driftwood. 

No, there would be no kept woman status for her, 
no elderly boss to pay the bills and give the orders. Not 
that she minded taking orders, oh, no. Just so long as 
they came from the right man. Her man. 

Who, incidentally, would be coming back pretty darn 
soon, and here she was, just lazing all over the place. 
Well, maybe that’s the way married life was; that was 
the way she wanted it to be. Waiting for her man to 
come home, waiting and looking as beautiful as she could 
make herself for him. 

With a sigh, she stubbed out her cigarette and rolled 
off the bed. She sat down at the dressing table and spread 
her array of cosmetics before her. She stared at her reflec- 
tion in the mirror. Ken thought she was beautiful; he had 
said so. For that matter, she knew it herself—after all, 
all those passes by all those self-styled Romeos could not 
possibly have been meant for an ugly woman. But just 
the same, there was no sense in taking chances. She did 
not want to be the kind of female who lets herself go 
just because she has already snared the guy she wanted. 

Not that it took much make-up. Just a dab here and 
there, a little smoothing touch—and lipstick, lots and 
lots of red, red lipstick. 

Okay, she might as well face it. She was in love, and 
that was that. For any other man she could be beautiful. 
For Ken she had to be perfect. 


BENTON 





HE strode up the steps and pushed the door open. He 
dropped wearily into the first chair and drew in a great 
breath of air and then let it out slowly. 

It had been fun, fine fun, whacking away at the golf 
balls and being with Mark. But now he would have to 
pay for it—there would be aching muscles tonight and 
tomorrow. Even right at this moment he was just too 
darn tired to move. And there would be the devil to pay 
if he were not all spruced up by the time Brennet came. 

He groaned. Maybe he ought to get wise and cut out 
all this foolishness, all the gallivanting around. By the 
time a guy was his age, he really ought to know better. 
Oh, well, no sense in moaning about it—he had to do 
it and that was all. Of course, if he had a little help, 
now... 

“Trix?” he called. Maybe the kid was around some- 
where. Come to think of it, she should have been right 
there getting dressed, just as he was. 

“Yes, Ben.” Her voice sounded from the bathroom. 

“Come on out, hon.” 

Her feet in high-heeled slippers, a fleecy towel draped 
over her shoulder, she stepped from behind the partly 
opened door, allowing clouds of steam to escape and 
trail in her wake. Other than the items mentioned, she 
was completely naked. “You need something, dear?” 

His eyes moved up and down her sensually smooth 
body. “Mmm, yes. At least I thought I did, but PIH be 
darned if it hasn’t slipped my mind now.” 

She giggled. “Oh, you .. .” 

“Wait a minute, I'll close my eyes. Okay, now I re- 
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member. How about giving me a hand, baby? I got a 
little worn out shanking a few golf balls.” 

“Sure, Ben. Want me to take off your shoes?” 

“That would be nice, baby.” 

His eyes remained closed as she fussed over him like 
a mother hen. Gradually a sensation of warm comfort 
displaced the fatigue. 

“There, Ben. Now, come on, I'll help you get ready. 
Want to take a shower?” 

“Yeah, I guess Id better. I must stink like an old 
gymnasium.” 

“You smell nice, daddy. Like a man...” 

His eyelids slid up a trifle; he peered out at her, kneel- 
ing there before him in appealing nudity. “Yeah, I’m 
glad you like it. But it might offend our honored guest. 
He’s a Frenchman, you know.” 

“All right, just give me a minute to clear my junk out 

` of the bathroom.” 

“By the way, Trix.” His voice stopped her as she 
began to rise. 

“Yes, Ben?” 

“What in blazes have you been doing up till now? 
You should have been dressed an hour ago.” 

“I’m sorry, daddy, I. . . I guess I was just lazy.” 

“Lazy, eh?” 

“Well, day-dreaming, kind of . . .” 

“Lazy is as good a word as any, baby.” 

“I... I guess so. Your baby is just a naughty girl, 
daddy. Guess she needs a little scolding, or something . . .” 
Her eyes were downcast, penitent. 

“Hmm, maybe she does. Well, we'll see about that.” 
He eased his body out of the chair, let his clothing fall 
from him as he moved toward the bathroom. 

In the invigorating heat of the shower, the tiredness 
seeped away. He turned it full force upon his face, looked 
directly up into its spray. Sputtered for breath happily. 

Some baby he had. There were none better. And 
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darned if this weird weekend had not had quite an effect 
on her. Pretty strange. If he had not known better, he 
would have thought all that talk about being naughty and 
disobedient had been deliberate on her part. As if she 
done her best just to get him mad. Hmmm... 


KEN 





IT would be good to see Pierre again, although he sure 
wished it did not have to be under these particular cir- 
cumstances. Darn Helena, anyway, for talking him into 
the whole mess. 

Oh, Pierre would not really mind it too much; after 
all, he was a pretty easygoing guy who took everything 
in stride without kicking up too much of a fuss. Still, 
it would have been much more pleasant if they could 
have just sat in a bar somewhere and had a drink for 
old times’ sake. Well, it had to be faced: his friend 
Pierre Brennet had become a social catch. 

Anyway, it would be nice to introduce Pierre to Carol. 
That in itself might be a bit of an occasion; how often 
did a fellow introduce his best buddy to his future wife? 
Not that Pierre would get much chance to talk to her, 
not with Helena and the rest of the mob fawning over him. 

Ken glanced at his watch, lit a cigarette. The Scar- 
chester railroad station was a bit on the dull side this 
Sunday afternoon, only a few knots of people were 
gathered. And as usual the train was late... 

He puffed on the cigarette nervously. Wondered if his 
friend would show any signs of change. After all, it had 
been a good few years since they had seen each other. 
And in that time Pierre had become pretty much of a 
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Well, he would know soon enough. There was the train 
now, making its deafening self heard well in advance of 
its actual arrival. He grimaced as the shock of sound 
struck his eardrums, breathed a sigh of relief as it came 
at last to a lurching halt. 

“Ken . . . Ken King. My friend. . .” 

He should have known better than to think that any- 
thing could have ever changed this man. The greats of 
the earth, few and far between, were changeless. 

A sudden glow of warm affection seized him. Pierre’s 
lean body, his tall, slightly stooped frame, his seamed 
face so full of character—everything about him was as 
it had always been. Just as he had always pictured him. 

The two clasped hands. The American gesture was not 
sufficient for the Gallic demonstrativeness of the French- 
man. His long arms pulled Ken into a warm hug. 

“It’s good, Pierre, mighty good to see you.” 

“Mon ami... my good friend. Why haven’t I heard 
from you for all this long time?” 

Ken shrugged his shoulders. “Well, you know, Pierre. 
You’re a pretty famous guy now.” 

“Famous, hah! For my friends, my real friends, I 
always have time.” 

“J-I guess you're right, Pierre. I should have known 
better. Anyway, now we’re together.” 

“And it’s about time, too. Come on, we’ll have a drink, 
eh? A cognac for old times’ sake, eh?” 

“Darn it, Pierre, we can’t. I’m supposed to pick you 
up and take you right out to the Lassiters’ place. Anyway, 
there’s someone there I want you to meet very much.” 

“Oh, so that’s the way it is with my old buddy. A 
someone, eh?” Brennet slid onto the front seat as Ken 
held the car door open for him. “Tell me, is she beauti- 
ful?” 

“She is, Pierre. Very.” 

“Ho, you sound as if you mean it. It’s serious, then?” 

“I’m going to marry her.” 
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“Sacré bleu” The Frenchman literally exploded. “What 
is it that you tell me? Married, eh? Merveilleux!” 

“She’s quite a girl. I know you'll like her.” 

“But of course, how could it be otherwise? If she is for 
you, then she will be my friend. Ha, you don’t know how 
I envy you, being in love so much.” 

“You're still single, Pierre?” 

“Single . . . and alone . . .” Brennet’s voice softened. 
“I have not yet met the right one for me. Oh, there have 
been many girls, a man must have his petite amie. Remem- 
ber how it was in Paris, Ken?” 

“I sure do...” 

“Ah, those were wonderful times. But no, in this 
country there have only been the little movie starlets, 
all eager to climb the ladder and willing to do anything 
to get started. But love? Never!” 

“Sounds all right to me, old man.” i 

“One gets tired, very tired. So many blondes, all so 
young, all with such big bosoms. And such empty faces. 
No, they are not for me. Some day maybe, when I get 
away from this crazy industry that I am in, perhaps then, 
I shall find the right one. Just the other day, even, I saw 
one, so young and yet so real. For a moment I thought—” 
He broke off suddenly, clapped Ken on the back. “Ha, 
here we have just gotten together and already I am being 
an old philosopher. Come, tell me, Ken, tell me all about 
yourself. What are you doing now? Are you still in the ` 
photography line?” 

As he drove, Ken talked. It was so easy to unburden 
himself with this man, this good friend. And soon the 
conversation veered to their former days together. To 
the dangers of existence which had created such a bond 
between them. To wartime Paris and the hazards of the 
underground movement in which Pierre had been a leader 
and Ken a liaison officer from the American troops. 

Then they talked about other pitfalls no less perilous 
than those created by the enemy. But so much sweeter... 
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“Hey, remember Yvonne?” Ken said. “What ever be- 
came of her, do you know?” 

“Ho, you should see her now. A husband, and two 
little ones, the picture of complacency. And fat, oh, so 
fat.” 

By the time the car rolled into the Lassiters’ driveway, 
all the pitfalls had been recalled, one by one. Yvonne, 
Marthe, Denise . . . how many others? How many true 
patriots of France who had thought nothing—nay, who 
had insisted on sharing their feminine bounties with the 
men who might be flirting with death within the hour... 

“Brace yourself,” Ken said as they got out of the auto, 
prepared to enter the house. “They'll probably make a 
big fuss over you.” 

“They always do.” Pierre shook his head sadly. 

They did. i 

From the moment Helena took over, the honored 
guest was subjected to every conceivable kind of adulation. 
And the wonder of it all was that he took it in stride, 
pleasing everyone, including the men. 

Mark and Benton plied him with liquor. Carol blushed 
at his kiss—for his best friend’s fiancee, he said—Trixie 
simpered, Helena sighed. Monsieur Brennet lived up to 
his press notices, he was an all right guy. 

From the corner of the room, out of the bustling group 
of admirers, Ken sipped his drink slowly, watched in self- 
satisfaction. Pierre was his friend... 

“Thanks, Ken.” 

“Huh? Oh, Helena. I didn’t notice you.” 

“Thanks for getting him to come. It makes my week- 
end a complete success.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Glad to be of service. But 
I got the idea that this weekend was pretty successful even 
without Pierre.” 

“I know what you mean.” She smiled and reddened a 
little under her flawless make-up. “But thanks, anyway. 
He’s really terrific.” She wrinkled her brows momentarily. 
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“By the way, I do think that all my guests ought to be 
here to meet him.” _ 

“Hmmm?” 

“Helga. My great big innocent niece, Helga. She must 
be sulking in her room. Well, we'll see about that. . .” 
Full of determined ire, Helena strode off. 

Ken took another sip of his drink and caught Carol’s 
eye across the rim of the glass. Warm sensation flooded 
his being. All in all, it had been a successful weekend. 
He could not think of a solitary thing which might make 
it More so... 


HELGA 





“YES, who is it?” 

“It is I, Cecile.” The maid’s voice sounded from out- 
side the locked door. “Your aunt, Mrs. Lassiter, she 
requests that you come down.” 

“Oh, all right.” Helga turned the knob and threw the 
door open. “Has he arrived?” 

“Oh, yes, Miss Helga, and you should see him. A real 
Frenchman, so tall and distinguished looking. And so 
charming. You must come.” Cecile rolled her eyes up- 
ward in an expressive gesture of adoration. “Besides, I 
think your aunt is very angry with you for not coming 
downstairs sooner.” 

“TI be right down, Cecile. You can tell her so.” 

“Oui, mam’selle.” | 

Helga surveyed her packed bags with a calculating eye. 
Well, there would be nothing much to hold her back 
once she had done her duty and met the man. Every- 
thing was ready; she could be on her way in just a little 
while now. 

She could hear them laughing as she descended the 
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staircase. Let them laugh, she would not have to put up 
with it much longer. Anyway, this time, for a change, 
they certainly were not laughing at her. They were clus- 
tered around him; he had probably said something funny 
and they were all trying to make it sound funnier than it 
really was. That was. the way these people acted, every- 
body putting on a big show for everybody else. Nobody 
being honest, being themselves. 

She could see the back of his head above the others. 
Cecile was right, he was tall. Well, that was something 
new, something different. A man, an honest-to-goodness 
man, bigger than she was. Even in the high heels she was 


He turned... 

She caught her breath. No... no... it could not be, | 
she told herself, it could not be... 

His eyes, his deep and knowing eyes, found hers, And 
then she knew... 

Now he was coming toward her, shouldering aside 
those in his way. And she was in his arms and his mouth 
was on hers and his hands were caressing her and hold- 
ing her and she was dying . . . dying—and praying that 
she might never wake up, that this wonderful marvelous 
dream would never end... 

“Where did you go? I looked and you were gone. Why 
did you run away?” The dream had not ended for it was 
the same voice that spoke. 

“I-I looked for you, too. But all those people, those 

, the men with the cameras .. .” 

“Hush, cherie, it does not matter. Not any longer.” 

And his mouth, his hot mouth was upon hers again, 
just as she had dreamed it would be. Just as she was 
dreaming it, for it was still not real. Things did not hap- 
pen this way in life, only in dreams. Beautiful dreams .. . 


— a 


CECILE 
eee eee 


EH BIEN, they were gone. And the weekend was over. 
Now there would be peace and quiet for a while . . . 

Cecile gathered the empty glasses, set them into the 
kitchen sink. Covered them with a layer of detergent flakes 
and turned the water on. 

The weekend of weekends it had been. And so many 
things had happened, it made her almost dizzy to think 
about it. So many things ... 

Madame and monsieur, for instance. Who would have 
thought it? But there they were, together for the first 
time in a very very long time. And so much in love, too. 

The young ones, also. The sweetheart of madame and 
the petite amie of monsieur, they, too, had found romance. 
Now they talked of love and marriage and babies. 

As for the red-haired one with the green eyes, it served 
her right. The weekend had not been happy for her—it 
must be so for had she not gone home a day early? Well, 
good riddance, women of that kind had no right trying 
to turn other women into terrible things like themselves. 

That Trixie, for instance, the one who had been a 
dancer, Had it not been for her very wise and gentle 
man, she was the type who might very well have got 
into trouble. But he had been clever, so clever. And now 
they were again happy with each other. 

But the big one, Miss Helga. Who would have believed 
it? It was like a fairy tale... 

In his arms, the great Brennet had taken her, and thus 
and so, had he kissed her. And together they had gone off, 
together for a lifetime. 

It was inconceivable. Fantastic. Even in the cinema 
films that Pierre Brennet manufactured so well, there had 
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never been a story so amazing. On an airplane, high in 
the sky, they meet. Do they talk? Non. Do they make love? . 
Non. Do they learn each other’s names? Non... 

They sit. He sits and she sits. And when the big air- 
plane lands they go away. Together? Non. Arm in arm? 
Non, certainement, non... 

He goes this way, she goes that. C’est fini. Over. Done 
with. Ended... 

And what happens? All of a sudden they look over 
the heads of many people and they see. He sees her. 
She sees him, 

So it is love... 

Cecile shook her head and shoved her hands into the 
warm water up to her elbows. She stirred the sinkful into 
a frothy lather. 

A small smile appeared on her lips, and then became 
a long and hearty chuckle. What a story she would have to 
tell her man tonight, what a story! 

But would he believe it? Non... 


THE END 





Other BEACON BOOKS You Will Enjoy... 


IF you've enjoyed this book, we know you will want to read the many other 
"Year elll Seat aides te eerie 

ou as stimulating, ickeni invigorating a 
collection of novels as you could run across in a month of Sundays. These 
books are fiery, red-blooded, full of exciting, passionate adventure, calculated 
to give you hours of fascination. 

Note the titles and capsule descriptions listed below and on the following 


pages . . . jot down your selections on the coupon provided for your con- 


venience ... get set for real tingling enjoyment! 
AND . .. the more books you select, the lower the price becomes. In- 
dividual books are 35¢ each. Or buy 3 books for $1—7 books for $2— 


11 books for 33. 
Order today, while we still have all the titles in stock! 


B-147, FOOTLOOSE FRAULEIN by Hans Habe 
He found dangerous love in soft blonde arms! The stirring novel 
of a dark conqueror—who tasted forbidden fruit! 

B-151. DOLLS AND DUES by Orrie Hitt 
He was a leader of men, lustful for power—and above all, for 
women! He got a bellyful of both. 

B-153. TRAILER TRAMP by Orrie Hitt 
She moved from town to town ... and man to man, driving end- 
lessly into new and unknown maelstroms of lust and emotion! 


B-157. PAPRIKA by Eric Von Stroheim 
Her love was as hot as pepper. No man could resist this shameless 
gypsy trollop . . . and no man wanted to! 


B-160. HONEY GAL by Charles Willeford 
He was white . . . she was brown, beautiful—and bad! Deals 
honestly with a taboo subject. 
B-163. HELL BENT by H. B. Ames 
All about Joan, who loved her way out of the gutter—and back! 


B-165. GUTTER GANG ay de Bekker 
They came from the y slums, defeated homes, beaten parents 
... and their midnight forays shocked a city! 
B-166. THE PRIVATE PLEASURES OF MARY LINTON 
by William Arthur 
She had the soul of a stripper and the body of a bawd! 


B-170, SIDE STREET by Wright Williams 
Some called it a “Rooming House”+others gave it a different 
name! 


B-171. WILD HUNGER by Fred Malloy 
The story of Susan—who wanted more . . . much more, and would 
do anything to get it! 
B-172. THE WOMAN HE WANTED by Daoma Winston 
He was rotten—she was worse! Why did she stand for his cruelties 
. . » why did she take the blows that were part of his passion? 
B-173, FORBIDDEN FRUIT by Curtis Lucas 
She was white—he was not. A story of today’s most explosive 
problem . . . love breaking the color barrier! 


B-175. 


B-176, 


B-178. 


B-182. 


B-183. 


B-184. 


B-185. 


B-186. 


B-187. 


B-188. 


B-189. 


B-193. 


B-194. 


B-195. 


B-200. 


B-203. 


— — ~ 


LUST IS A WOMAN by Charles Willeford 

Too late, Maria realized that her search for thrills had made her 
the victim in an evil game! 

CALL SOUTH 3300: ASK FOR MOLLY! by Orrie Hitt 
She made a business of pleasure. A candid novel that takes you 
behind the scenes at those sales conventions! 


HILL HELLION! by Lon Williams 
Some girls are bad—she was worse! The unblushing tale of a 
backwoods belle, betrayed by her own body! 
FAIR GAME by Clement Wood 
À rich and compelling tale of lovestarved women, beset by the 
wicked temptations of cosmopolitan life. A shocker! 
FAST GIRL by Token West 
Maggie went from car-hop to mistress, from poverty to luxury, from 
man to man! Her kisses seared—her caresses scorched! 
THE NAKED AND THE FAIR by Hal Moore 
Dardy sni Ya Samay raia This hard-hitting novel of a 
stripper will hold you to the word on the last page! 
CONFESSIONS OF A PSYCHIATRIST 

by Henry Lewis Nixon 
Every boudoir was his office! Every patient was his plaything! 
ROOMING HOUSE by Fred Malloy 
Too many men knew her too well. An explosive novel of splurged 
thrills and savage jealousies . . . told with unforgettable relish! 
TRAPPED by Orrie Hitt 
A frankly shocking story of the “Camera Club” racket and the 
girls trapped into a life of shame! 


THE LUSTING BREED by Mary S. Gooch 

Which would he choose—wife or daughter? (For adults.) 

I MADE MY BED by Celia Hye 

A blazing novel of deli i frankly—shockingly 


revealed by a teen-age addict! 

STUDIO AFFAIR by Clement Wood 

What price must a model pay for success? A novel of life among 
the easy women and unconventional men of New York. 

THE OTHER STRANGER by Daoma Winston 

The poignant story of Ellen, a girl used—bruised—abused! They 
made her prisoner of their fanatic desires! 

SHABBY STREET by Orrie Hitt 

The intimate secrets of a heel and his women. A and lusty 
novel that moves with the white heat of a lightning bolt 

SHE GOT WHAT SHE WANTED by Orrie Hitt 

A daring and provocative novel about a girl who was one part 
angel and two parts jungle cat! 

PICK-UP by Charles Willeford 

A stirring story of illicit love, moving with brutal realism to a 


smashing surprise finish! 
HOT CARGO by Orrie Hitt 
Bold adventure 1 wild desire in a settin south of Hell. Gun- 


B-204. 


B-205. 


B-208. 


B-209. 


B-210. 


B-211. 


B-212. 


B-213. 


B-214. 


B-216. 


B-217. 


B-218. 


B-219. 


B-220. 


B-221. 
B-222. 


B-223. 


B-224. 





SURABAYA by James Fox 
A swashbuckling saga of lust where East meets West, and of the 
white woman who would do anything for treasure—or pleasure. 


RED CURTAIN by Duncan Tylor 

To love this woman was to invite torture and betrayal, An unblush- 
ing novel of desperate passion and poignant ecstasy. 

SPAWN OF THE BAYOU by John B. Thompson 
Turbulent . . . tem - + + uncontrollable love! A lusty 
novel of violence passion set in primitive backwater country. 


ROTTEN TO THE CORE by Orrie Hitt 

This daring novel rakes you behind the scenes of the mad ad 
agency world, disclosing the sin, the swindle and the scandal! 
THE DISPOSSESSED by Geoffrey Wagner 

Unmasks the torments that drive a man into cinin 


SHEBA by Orrie Hitt 
She would sell anything . . . if the price was right! The candid 
story of a seductive salesgirl who traded on her charms. 
NUDIST CAMP by Orrie Hitt 
They worshipped nature in the-raw! 
HITCH-HIKE HUSSY 
by John B. Thompson and Jack Woodford 
Anyone could pick up Sunny! She'd go where you wanted... and 
as far as you liked! 
ADULTERESS by Lon Williams 
They bilked her . . . balked her . . . beat her—then branded her 
as lost. The story of a good girl gone bad! 


STEFFI by Eunice Gray 
Too reckless with her charms—too lavish with her love... 


SLAVE SHIP by H. B. Drake 

An impassioned saga of bloodlust—unholy desire—black, maniacal 

revelry . . . and vengeance wrought by a tortured woman. 

STRUMPET’S SEED by Fred Malloy 

Stark and revealing: the case history of a harlot’s daughter—who 

fought to escape her heritage! 

— * anes — land and six sizzling 

ess young rican in a strange sae six 

senoritas who try to make him feel at home! 

SCANDALOUS LADY by Fan Nichols l 

She was everybody’s girl . . . and knew what it took to please 

man! But what twisted compulsions drove Bonnie to disgrace? 

THE HUSSY by Idabel Williams 

She had the morals of an alley cat . . . and got off to an early start! 

She showed men the way . . . the wrong way! 

CHRIS by Randy Salem 

An intimate story of the third sex... Told with tenderness—and 

unblushing honesty! Life in the limbo of lesbianism! 

Danga vaiedbee io dst d jeune ie ad blonde, 
anger wait t so did a young yellow girl, a sensuous blo 

and a bewitching half-caste! Tio: wake chills aii kanad 05 dalk. 


B-226. 


B-227. 


B-228. 


B-229. 


B-231. 


B-232. 


B-233, 


B-234. 
B-235. 
B-237. 
B-238. 
B-239, 


B-240. 


B-241. 
B-243. 
B-244. 
B-245. 
B-246, 


B-247. 


. ODD 


THE STRANGE ONES by Ben Travis 
The powerful novel of a tortured soul who tried to love a woman— 
so that he would not love a man! Could female caresses cure him? 
ADD FLESH TO THE FIRE by Orrie Hitt 

i i where some men fought 


ALCOHOLIC WOMAN by Ruth M. Walsh 
Drink turned her into a sex-crazed animal! 
GIRL by Artemis Smith 
She fought—she struggled—she even married a man. But in the 
end Ann surrendered to tortured women like herself! 
TAP SOFTLY ON MY BEDROOM DOOR 

Roswell Lewis 

ing Brenda—sweet Vivien—teasing Tawny—erotic Fay 

. .. could he handle them all? 
PRIVATE CLUB by Orrie Hitt 
Boldly takes you behind the scenes at a swank resort club where 
unusual parties were part of the social program. 
or sex country ven 


lust on the loose—of girls crazy for love—of men scruples! 
NIGHT OF SHAME by Lewis Lester 

They knew each other’s bodi not each other’s names! 
LITA by Fred Malloy 


Blonde vs. brunette in a lusty fracas with no holds barred. 

THE NEEDLE by Sloane M. Britain 

Man or woman, sister or brother—her lust knew no bounds! 

CARNIVAL GIRL by Orrie Hitt 

For the price of a ticket, you could enjoy Rhoda’s charms. 

THE PEEPER by Orrie Hitt 

No woman was safe from his prying eyes. 

TEMPLE OF LUST by John Burton Thompson 

—— with tropic passion worship a pagan idol—the god 
ae . 

STREET WALKER by E. S. Seeley 

Lorraine was in the business—money wasn’t the only reason .. « 

HELL CAT by Dorine Clark 

No sin too , No vice too cruel. 

THE VIRGIN by Don Morro 

Young girls on the in vice-ridden Paris. 


THE YOUNG HOODS 

Every girl was fair game to the gang! 

THE DIVORCEES by Scott Stone 

A novel of three women who had strange ideas about ecstasy, 
TOO MANY WOMEN by Barry Devlin 

She vowed to have him—her way! 





———————————————— —— —— — — 


B-248. MARGO by Scott Stone 
The nights were cold—her bed was warm! A novel about the 
sporting crowd. 

B-250. TOO HOT TO HANDLE by Orrie Hitt 

If you wanted pleasure, Kay would give you a fling! 
B-251. ONE KIND OF WOMAN p Ainan Dean 
Men handled Eileen so brutally, she learned to prefer women! 
B-252. CHEATING WIVES by Barry Devlin 
They made a game of unfaithfulness. An explosive novel of mar- 
ital infidelity! 

B-253. tated e OEE SAND o7 Jahn: Mistoa Thomina i 
i O was the str creature performed erotic rites 
i in thi alaa e 
B-254. SIN DOLL by Orrie Hitt 

Boldly reveals how girls are recruited—and why! 
B-255. MAKE SURE I WIN by Barry Devlin 
What happens to young co-eds when vice comes to the campus? 


TAKE ADVANTAGE OF OUR SPECIAL OFFER— 
MAIL ORDER COUPON NOW! 


35¢ each—any 3 books for $1.00—any 7 books for $2.00—any 11 
books for $3.00. 


BEACON BOOKS, Dept. 286 
117 East 31st Street, New York 16, N. Y. 

Please send me the books checked below at the price of 35¢ each, 
3 for $1.00, 7 for $2.00 or 11 for $3.00. I enclose.........eceee 
ORDER BY NUMBER ONLY 
CIRCLE THE NUMBERS OF BOOKS WANTED 


B-147 B-175 B-193 B-214 B-229 B-243 
P 151 B-176 B-194 B-216 B-230 B-244 
B-153 B-177 B-195 B-217 B-231 B-245 
B-157 B-178 B-200 B-218 B-232 B-246 
B-160 B-182 B-203 B-219 B-233 B-247 
B-163 B-183 B-204 B-220 B-234 B-248 
B-165 B-184 B-205 B-221 B-235 B-250 
B-166 B-185 B-208 B-222 B-237 B-251 
B-170 B-186 B-209 B-223 B-238 B-252 
B-171 B-187 B-210 B-224 B-239 B-253 
B-172 B-188 B-211 B-226 B-240 B-254 
B-173 B-189 B-212 B-227 B-241 B-255 
B-213 B-228 


In the even we are out of stock on any of your selections, please list 


alternate choices: ` 


EATA T Zeccccsveccess Div tise bacnbevtec Éo issc saon 
OAM eaoaai idia A Saads hos a n anes eD S o tos 
ADDRESS... csssvses PeOV ese aneredeeesesncssdererceces 3 
CREE Ghee 8 6-2 shake dhavwpadds ZONE. ..... SARE scceen 


(We pay postage on all orders. Sorry, no C.O.D.’s.) J 


EEE a IIIVO 
— — — — 


— — 


| 
Í 





Those Wild Parties 


in the Suburbs...' 


THE weekend affair at Helena Lassiter’s plush 
place was simply scandalous, Mae Marlowe, for 
instance, spent the time inducing other feminine 
guests to share her strange desires. Trixie, who 
came with her paramour, Benton Reeves, was 
glad to oblige Mae—or anybody else. One girl, 
named Carol, enjoyed sport with Helena’s hus- 
band. Another pretty miss tried to seduce away 
Helena’s lover... 


Yes —that sinful weekend would 
have put to shame a Roman orgy or 
the shocking rites of a medieval 
love eult—which is exactly why this 
amazingly frank book had to be 
written! ... It tears the velvet cur- 
tain from the immorality which 
pervades American suburbia. It 
boldly unmasks the sordid excesses 
of those supposed to be our best 
people. It reveals the vicious: sex 
practices which thrive behind the 
facades of “respectable” suburban 
homes! 
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A GRIPPING STORY OF OUR TIMES— 
LAMPOONING THE SEX CREDO OF 
MODERN MARRIED COUPLES 








